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PREFACE. 


Finding it to "be tlie wish of mj Publishers 
that at least the earlier rolumes of this col- 
lection should each be accompanied by some 
prefator}’ matter, illustrating, by a few bio- 
graphical memoranda, the progress of my 
humble literary career, I have consented, 
though not, I confess, without some scruple 
and hesitation, to comply with their request. 
In no country is there so much cmiosity felt 
respecting the interior of the lives of public 
men as in England ; but, on the other hand, 
in no country is he who ventures to tell his own 
story so little safe from the imputation of vanity 
and self-display. 

The whole of the poems contained in the first, 
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as well as in the greater part of the second, 

* volume of this collection were written between 
■ the sixteenth and the twenty-third year of 
' the author’s age. But I had begun still 

earlier, not only to rhyme but to pubKsh, A 
^ sonnet to my schoolmaster, Mr. Samuel Whyte, 

I written in my fourteenth year, appeared at the 
time in a Dublin magazine, called the Antho- 
j logia, — ‘the first, and, I fear, almost only, credit- 

* able attempt in periodical literature of which 

* Ireland has to boast. I had even at an earlier 
period (1793) sent to this magazine two short 

^ pieces of verse, prefaced by a note to the editor, 
requesting the insertion of the following 
^ attempts of a youthful muse ; ” and the fear 
I and trembling with which I ventured upon this 
^ step were agreeably dispelled, not only by the 
‘ appearance of the contributions, but still more 
I by my finding myself, a few months after, hailed 
, as Our esteelned correspondent, T. M.” 

I It was in the pages of this publication, — 
where the whole of the poem was extracted. — 


I 
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that I first met with the Pleasures of Memory ; J 
and to this dajj when T open the volume « 
of the Anthologia which contains it, the very | 
form of the type and colour of the paper brings 
. back vividly to my mind the delight Vrith wliich : 

I first read that poem. i 

! My schoolmaster, Mr. "Whyte, though amus- i 
ingly vain, w’as a good and kinddiearted man ; 
and, as a teacher of public reading and elocu- 
j tion, had long enjoyed considerable reputation. 
Nearly thirty years before I became liis pupil, 
Richard Brinsley Sheridan, then about eight or 
nine years of age, had been placed by Mrs. 
Sheridan under his care"^ ; and, strange to say, 
was, after about a year’s trial, pronounced, both i 
by tutor and parent, to be ^‘^an incorrigible I 
dunce.” Among those who took lessons from j 
him as private pupils were several young ladies | 

j 

• Some confused notion of this fact has lid. the writer of a i 
! Memoir prefixed to the ^Pocket Edition” of my Poems, ; 

1 printed at Zwickau, to state that Brinsley Sheridan was my * 
j tutor! — « Great attention was paid to his education by hn 
tutor, Sheridan.” | 
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of rank, belonging to those great Irish families 
who still continued to lend to Ireland the en- 
livening influence of their presence, and made 
•their country-seats, through a great part of the 
year, the scenes of refined as well as hospitable 
festivity. The Miss Montgomerys, to whose 
rare beauty the pencil of Sir Joshua has 
given immortality, were among those whom my 
worthy preceptor most boasted of as pupils ; 
and, I remember, his description of them long 
haunted my boyish imagination, as though they 
were not earthly women, but some spiritual 
creatures of the element.” 

About thirty or forty years before the period 
of which I am speaking, an eager taste for 
private theatrical performances had sprung up 
among the higher ranks of society in Ireland ; 
and at Carton, the seat of the Duke of Lein- 
ster, at Castletown, Marley, and other great 
houses, private plays were got up, of which, in 
most instances, the superintendence was en- 
trusted to Mr, Whyte, and in general the pro- 
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logue, or the epilogue^ contributed by his pen. 
At Marlej, the seat of the Latonches, where 
the masque of Conius was performed in the 
year 1776, while my old master supplied the 
prologue^ no less distinguished a hand than that 
of our erer-glorious Grattan*,” furnished the 
epilogue. This relic of his pen, too, is the 
more memorahle, as being, I believe, the only 
poetical composition he was ever known to 
produce. 

At the time when I first began to attend his 
! school, Mr. Whyte still continued, to the no 
small alarm of many parents, to encourage a 
taste for acting among his pupils. In this line 
I was long his favourite 5^o«r~scholar ; and 
among the play-bills introduced in his volume, 
to illustrate the occasions of his own prologues 
and epilogues, there is one of a play got up in 
the year 1790, at Lady Bor^owes’s private 
theatre in Dublin, where, among 'the items of 
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the evening’s entertainment, is An Epilogue, 
A Squeeze to St, PaitVs^ Master Moore.” 

With acting, indeed, is associated the very 
first attempt at verse-making to which my me- 
mory enables me to plead guilty. It was at a 
period, I think, even earlier than the date last 
mentioned, that, while passing the summer 
holidays, with a number of other young people, 
at one of those bathing-places, in the neighbour- 
hood of Dublin, which afford such fresh and 
healthful retreats to its inhabitants, it was pro- 
posed among us that we should combine to- 
gether in some theatrical performance ; and the 
Poor Soldier and a Harlequin Pantomime being 
the entertainments agreed upon, the parts of 
Patrick and the Motley hero fell to my share. 
I was also encouraged to write and recite an 
appropriate epilogue on the occasion ; and the 
following Imes,^ alluding to our speedy return 
to school, anfi. remarkable only for their having 
j lived so long in my memory, formed part of this 
1 juvenile effort : — 
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^ — 

Our Fantaluon, w*Iio did so aged look, 

^lust now resume his jouth, his task, his book • 

Our Harlequin, who skipp’d, laugh’d, danc’d and died, 
3Iust now stand trembling by his master’s side 

I have thus been led back, step bj step, 
^ from an early date to one still earlier, with the 
i view of ascertaining, for those who take any in- 
terest in literary biography, at what period I 
first showed an aptitude for the now common 
craft of verse-making; and the result is — so 
; far back in childhood lies the epoch — that I 
1 am reall}" unable to say at what age I first be- 
j gan to act, sing, and rhyme. 

; To these different talents, such as they were, 

1 

j the gay and social habits prevailing in Dublin 
j afforded frequent opportunities of display ; 
-while, at home, a most amiable father, and a 
mother such as in heart and head has rarely been 
. equalled, furnished me -with that purest sti- 
j mulus to exertion — the desire,to please those 
whom we, at once, most love andrmost respect. 
It was, I think, a year or two after my entrance 
into college, that a masque written ’by myself, 
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and of wliicli I had adapted one of the songs 
to the air of Haydn’s Spirit-Song, was acted, 
under om own humble roof in Aungier Street, 
by my elder sister, myself, and one or two 
other young persons. The little drawing- 
room over the shop was our grand place 

of representation, and young , now an 

eminent professor of music in Dublin, enacted 
for us the part of orchestra at the piano- 
forte. 

It will be seen from all this, that, however | 
imprudent and premature was my first appear- i 
ance in the London world as an author, it is 
only lucky that I had not much earlier assumed 
that responsible character; in which case the 
public would probably have treated iny nursery 
productions in much the same manner in which 
that sensible critic, my Uncle Toby, would have 
disposed of the/^ work which the great Lipsius 
produced on1:he day he was born.” 

While thus the turn I had so early shown 
for rhyme and song was, by the gay and soci- 
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able circle in wHci. I lived, called so encourage 
iiiglj into play, a far deeper feeling — and, 

I should hope, power — was at the same time 
^ awakened in me hj the mighty change then | 
working in the political aspect of Europe, and * 
, the stirring influence it had begun to exercise 
on the spirit and hopes of Ireland. Bom of 
Catholic parents, I had come into the world ; 
^ with the slave’s yoke around my neck ; and it ^ 
I was all in vain that the fond ambition of a 
j mother looked forward to the Bar as opening a 
' career that might lead her son to affluence and 
honour. Against the young Papist all such 
avenues to distinction were closed ; and even 
the University, the professed source of public 
education, was to him a fountain sealed,” Can 
any one now wonder that a people thus trampled 
upon should have hailed the first dazzling out- 
break of the French Revolution as a signal to 
the slave, wherever suffering, th^t the day of 
Hs deliverance was near at hand. I remember 
being taken by my father (179£) to one of the 
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dinners given in honour of that great event, 
and sitting upon the knee of the chairman 
while the following toast was enthusiastically 
sent round: — ‘^May the breezes from France 
fan om- Irish Oak into verdure.” 

In a few months after was passed the me- 
morable Act of 1793, sweeping away some of 
the most monstrous of the remaining sanctions 
of the penal code ; and I was myself among 
the first of the young Helots of the land, who 
hastened to avail themselves of the new privi- 
lege of being educated in their country’s uni- 
versity, — though still excluded from all share in 
those college honours and emoluments by which 
the ambition of the youths of the ascendant 
class was stimulated and rewarded. As I well 
knew that, next to my attaining some of these 
distinctions, my showing that I deserved to 
attain them would most gratify my anxious 
mother, I enfei'ed as candidate for a scholarship, 
and (as far as the result of the examination 
went) successfully. But, of course, the mere 
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barren credit of the effort was all I enjoyed 
for my pains. 

It was in this year (1794), or about the be- 
ginning of the next, that I remember having, 
for the first time, tried my hand at political 
satire. In their very worst times of slavery 
and suffering, the happy disposition of my 
countrymen had kept their cheerfulness still 
unbroken and buoyant ; and, at the period of 
which I am speaking, the hope of a brighter 
day dawning upon Ireland had given to the 
society of the middle classes in Dublin a 
more than usual flow of hilarity and life. 
Among other gay results of this festive spirit, 
a club, or society, was instituted by some 
of our most convivial citizens, one of whose 
objects was to burlesque, good-humouredly, the 
forms and pomps of royalty. With this view 
they established a sort of mock kingdom, of 
which Dalkey, a small island near^Dublin, was 
made the seat, and an eminent pawnbroker, 

named Stephen Armitage, much renowned for 
I. a 
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Ms agreeable singing, was the chosen and popu- 
lar monarch. 

Before public affairs had become too serious 
for such pastime, it was usual to celebrate, 
yearly, at Dalkey, the day of this sovereign’s 
accession ; and, among the gay scenes that still 
live in my memory, there are few it recalls 
with more freshness than the celebration, 
on a fine Sunday in summer, of one of these 
aimiversaries of Eang Stephen’s coronation. 
The picturesque sea-views from that spot, the 
gay crowds along the shores, the innumerable 
boats, full of life, floating about, and, above 
all, that true spirit of mirth which the Irish tem- 
perament never fails to lend to such meetings, 
rendered the whole a scene not easily forgotten. 
The state ceremonies of the day were performed, 
with all dne gravity, within the ruins of an an- 
cient church that stands on the island, where his 
mock majesty bestowed the order of knighthood 
upon certain favoured personages, and among 
others, I recollect, upon Incledon, the cele- 
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brated singer, who arose from under the touch 
of the royal sword with the appropriate title of 
Sir Charles Melody. There was also selected, 
for the favours of the crown on that day, a 
lady of no ordinary poetic talent, Mrs. Battier, 
who had gained much fame by some spirited 
satires in the mamier of Churchill, and whose 
kind encouragement of my early attempts in 
versification were to me a source of much 
pride. This lady, as was officially announced, 
in the course of the day, had been appointed 
his majesty’s poetess laureate, under the style 
and title of Henrietta, Countess of Laurel. 

There could hardly he devised a more apt 
vehicle for lively political satire than this 
gay travesty of monarchical power, and its 
showy appurtenances, so temptingly supplied. 
The very day, indeed, after this commemora- 
tion, there appeared, in the usual record of 
Dalkey state intelligence, an amiising procla- 
mation from the king, offering a large reward 
a 2 
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in croiiebanes"^ , to the finder or finders of his 
majesty’s crown, which, owing to his having 
measured both sides of the road ” in his pedes- 
trian progress from Dallvey on the preceding 
night, had unluckily fallen from the royal 
brow. 

It is not to be wondered at, that whatever 
natural turn I may have possessed for the 
lighter skirmishing of satire should have been 
called into play by so pleasant a field for its 
exercise as the state aSairs of the Dalkey 
kingdom afforded; and, accordingly, my first 
attempt in this line was an Ode to his Majesty, 
King Stephen, contrasting the happy state of 
security in which he lived among his merry 
lieges, with the "metal coach,” and other such 
precautions against mob violence, said to have 
been adopted at that time by his royal brother 
of England, ^ome portions of this juvenile 
squib still Sve in my memory ; but they fall 

* Irish halJpence, so called. 
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far too short of the lively demands of the sub- 
ject to be worth preserving, even as juvenilia* 
In college, the first circumstance that drew 
any attention to my rhynoang powers was my 
giving in a theme, in English verse, at one of 
the quarterly examinations. As the sort of short 
essays required on those occasions were consi- 
dered, in general, as a mere matter of form, and 
were written, at that time, I believe, invariably, 
in Latin prose, the appearance of a theme in En- 
glish verse could hardly fail to attract some notice. 
It was, therefore, with no small anxiety that, 
when the moment for judging of the themes ar- 
rived, I saw the examiners of the different di- 
visions assemble, as usual, at the bottom of the 
hall for that purpose. Still more trying was it 
when I perceived that the reverend inquisitor, 
in whose hands was my fate, had left the rest of 
the awful group, and was bending his steps to- 
wards the table where I was seated. Leaning 
across to me, he asked suspiciously, whether the 
verses which 1 had just given in were my own ; 
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and, on my answering in tlie affirmative, added 
these cheering words, ''They do you great 
credit ; and I shall not fail to recommend them 
to the notice of the Board.” This result of a 
step, ventured upon with some little fear and 
scruple, was of course very gratifying to 
me; and the premimn I received from the 
Board was a well-hound copy of the Travels of 
Anacharsis, together with a certificate, stating, 
in not very lofty Latin, that this reward had 
been conferred upon me, "propter laudabilem 
in versibus componendis progression.” 

The idea of attempting a version of some of 
the Songs or Odes of Anacreon had very early 
occurred to me; and a specimen of my first 
ventures in this undertaking may be found in 
the Dublin Magazine already referred to, where, 
in the number of that work for February, 1794, 
appeared a "Paraphrase of Anacreon's Fifth 
Ode, by T. -Moore.” As it may not be unin- 
teresting to future and better translators of the 
poet to compare this schoolboy experiment 
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with my later and more laboured version of the 
same ode, I shall here extract the specimen 
found in the Anthologia : — 

“ Let us, with the clustering vine, 

The rose, Love’s blushing Bower, entwine. 

Fancy’s hand our chaplets wreathing. 

Vernal sweets around us breathing. 

We’ll gaily drink, full goblets quaffing, 

At firighted Care securely laughing. 

Rose 1 thou balmy-scented Bower, 

Rear’d by Spring’s most fostering power. 

Thy dewy blossoms, opening bright, 

To gods themselves can give delight ; 

And Cypria’s child, with roses crown’d. 

Trips with each Grace the mazy round, 

‘‘ Bind my brows, — 111 tune the lyre. 

Love my rapturous strains shall fire. 

Near Bacchus’ grape-encircled shrine, 

Wilde roses fresh my brows entwine. 

Led by the winged train of Pleasures, 

I’ll dance with nymphs to sportive measures.” 

In pursuing further this light task, the 
only object I had for some time in view was 
to lay before the Board a select number of 
the odes I had then translated, with a hope, 
— suggested by the kind encouragement I had 
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akeadj received^ — that they might consider 
them as deserving of some honour or reward. 
Having experienced much hospitable attention 
from Doctor Kearney, one of the senior fellows 
a man of most amiable character, as well as of 
refined scholarship, I submitted to his perusal 
the manuscript of my translation as far as it 
had then proceeded, and requested his advice 
respecting my intention of laying it before the 
Board. On this latter point his opinion was 
such as, with a little more thought, I might i 
have anticipated, namely, that he did not see 
how the Board of the University could lend 
their sanction, by any public reward, to writings 
of so convivial and amatory a nature as were 
almost all those of Anacreon. He very good- 
naturedly, however, lauded my translation, and ' 
advised me to complete and publish it. I was I 
also indebted to him for the use, during mj I 
task, of Spaletti’s curious publication, giving 
a facsimile of those pages of a MS, in the 

* Appointed Provost of the XJniversity in the year 1 * 79 ^ } 

and made afterwards Bishop of Ossory, ' ^ | 
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Vatican Lil>rarj wHcli contain tlie Odes, or 
Symposiacs,” attributed to Anacreon. ^ And 
here I shall yenture to add a few passing words 
on a point which I once should have thought it 
profanation to question, — the authenticity of 
these poems. The cry raised against their 
genuineness by Robertellus and other enemies 
of Henry Stephen, when that eminent scholar 
first introduced them to the learned world, 
may be thought to have long since entirely 
subsided, leaving their claim to so ancient 


* When the monument to Provost Baldwin, which stands 
in the hall of the College of Dublin, arrived from Italy, 
there came in the same packmg-case with it two copies of 
this work of Spaletti, one of which was presented by Dr. 
Troy, the Roman Catholic archbishop, as a gift from the 
Pope to the Library of the University, and the other (of which 
I was subsequently favoured with the use) he presented, in 
like manner, to my ftiend, Dr. Kearney. Thus, curiously 
enough, while Anacreon in English was considered — and, I 
grant, on no unreasonable grounds — as a work to which 
grave collegiate authorities could not openly lend their sanction, 
Anacreon in Greah was thought no unfitting present to be 
received by a Protestant bishop, through the medium of a 
Catholic archbishop, ftom the hands of his holiness, the 
Pope. 
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a paternity safe and unquestioned. But I am 
forced to confess, however reluctantly, that there 
appear to me strong grounds for pronouncing 
these light and beautiful lyrics to be merely 
modern fabrications. Some of the reasons that 
incline me to adopt this unwelcome conclu- 
sion are thus clearly stated by the same able 
scholar, to whom I am indebted for the emen- 
dations of my own juvenile Greek ode: — I 
do not see how it is possible, if Anacreon had 
written chiefly in lambic dimeter verse, that 
Horace should have wholly neglected that 
metre. I may add that, of those fragments of 
Anacreon, of whose genuineness, from internal 
evidence, there can be no doubt, almost all 
are written in one or other of the lighter 
Horatian metres, and scarcely one in lambic 
dimeter verse. This may be seen by looking 
through the list in Fischer.” 

The unskilful attempt at Greek verse from my 
own pen, which is found prefixed to the Trans- 
lation, was intended originally to illustrate a 



PREFACE. XXvii 


picture^ representing Anacreon coii?ersing with 
the Goddess of "Wisdom, from which the fron- 
tispiece to the first edition of the work was 
taken. Had I been brought up with a due 
fear of the laws of prosody before my eyes, I 
certainly should not have dared to submit so 
untutored a production to the criticism of the 
trained prosodians of the English schools. At 
the same time, I cannot help adding that, as 
far as music, distinct from metre, is concerned, 
I am much inclined to prefer the ode as origin- 
ally written to its present corrected shape ; 
and that, at all events, I entertain but very 
little doubt as to which of the two a composer 
would most willingly set to music. 

For the means of collecting the materials of 
the notes appended to the Translation, I was 
chiefly indebted to an old library adjoining St. 
Patrick’s Cathedral, called, from the name of the 
archbishop who founded it, Mai?sh’s Library. 
Tlu'ough my acquaintance with the deputy 
librarian, the Rev. Mr. Cradock, I enjoyed the 
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privilege of constant access to this collection, 
even at that period of the year when it is 
always closed to the public. On these occa- 
sions I used to be locked in there alone ; and to 
the many solitary horns which, both at the 
time I am now speaking of and subsequently, 
I passed in hunting through the dusty tomes of 
this old library, I owe much of that odd and 
out-of-the-way sort of reading which may be 
found scattered through some of my earlier 
writings. 

Early in the year 1799, while yet in my 
nineteenth year, I left Ireland, for the first 
time, and proceeded to London, with the two 
not very congenial objects, of keeping my terms 
at the Middle Temple, and publishing, by sub- 
scription, my Translation of Anacreon. One 
of those persons to whom, through the active 
zeal of friends,^ some part of my manuscript 
had been submitted before it went to press, 
was Doctor Laurence, the able friend of Burke; 
and, as an instance, however slight, of that 
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ready variety of learning, as well the lightest 
as the most solid, for which Laurence was so 
remarkable, the foUowiug extract from the letter 
written hy him, in returning the manuscript 
to my friend Dr. Hume, may not he without 
some interest : — 

« Dec. 20. 1T99. 

I return you the four odes which you 
were so kind to communicate for my poor 
opinion. They are, in many parts, very ele- 
gant and poetical ; and, in some passages, Mr. 
Moore has added a pretty turn not to he found 
in the original. To confess the truth, how- 
ever, they are, in not a few places, rather more 
paraphrastical than suits my notion (perhaps 
an incorrect notion) of translation. 

In the fifty-third ode there is, in my judg- 
ment, a no less sound than beautiful emend-^ 
ation suggested — would you supjmse it ? ^ — hy 
a Dutch lawyer. Mr, M. possibly may not he 
aware of it. I have endeavoured to express 




XXX PREFACE, 


the sense of it in a couplet interlined with 
pencil. Will you allow me to add, that I am 
not certain whether the translation has not 
missed the meaning, too, in the former part of 
that passage which seems to me to intend a 
distinction and climax of pleasure : — * It is 
sweet even to prove it among the briery paths ; 
it is sweet again, plucking, to cherish with 
tender hands, and carry to the fair, the flower 
of love.’ This is nearly literal, including the 
conjectural correction of Mynheer Medenbach. 
If this be right, instead of 

< ’Tis sweet to dare tlie tangled fence,’ 

I would propose something to this effect : — 

’Tis sweet the rich perfume to prove, 

As by the dewy bush you rove ; 

’Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence. 

To cull the timid beauty thence, 

To wipe with tender hands away 
The tears that on its blushes lay* ; 

Then, to the bosom of the fair, 

The florer of love in triumph bear. 

•JO* 

* Query, if it ought not to be lie ? The line might run. 
With tender hand the tears to brush. 

That give new softness to its blush (or, its flush). 
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I would drop altogether the image of the 
stems ^ dropping ivitli gemz» I believe it is a 
confused and false metaphor, unless the painter 
should take the figure of Aurora from Mrs. 
Hastings. 

There is another emendation of the same 
critic, in the follomng line, which Mr. M. may 
seem, by accident, to have sufficiently expressed 
in the phrase of ^ roses shed their light' 

I scribble this in very great haste, but fear 
that you and Mr. Moore will find me too long, 
minute, and impertinent. Believe me to be, 
very sincerely, 

Your obedient, humble servant, 

F. Laurence.” 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


It may be necessary to mention^ tiiat, in ar- 
ranging the Odes, the Translator has adopted 
the order of the Vatican MS. For those who 
wish to refer to the original, he has prefixed an 
Index, which marks the number of each Ode in 
Barnes and the other editions. 
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an ode 

by the TEA'NSLATOE. 


Bill podivoic rairricTh 
Hr] IOC 0 fXsXtcrrnQ 

'l\(ipo£ y£^o}v sk&it Ot 
MeOvwv re Kai Xvpi^ior 
AjU(j>t avTOv oi B’ eporres 
'A'TraXot aruvexop^^^^^'* 

*0 pe\r) ra rrjQ KvOnpne 

ETTOteh ‘^VXrjC OKTTOVQ- 

"0 Se Xsvica TTopfvpoLffL 
Kptva ffVP podoiCTL TrXe^aCf 
E^tXet (rre^bjy yspovra* 
'H Be Beaofy avacrcra, 

iror ei OXv^-ttov 

Ecropojcr’ Avct^pfiOJ^ra, f» 

EfTOpojcra rove €pti>rae, 

'Y7ro/i€tBtaffcrae 
So9£, B* wc Avaicpcorra 
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Ais: ODE BY THE TKANSLATOE. 


Tov ao(ji<x)TaTOV ctTrai nov, 
ILcikeovdiv OL ffcxpLcrraif 
Ti, y€po)v, Ttov ftiov fjiev 
Tolq epiocri, tm Avcu^, 

K’ ovK SfJLOi Kpareiv e^ojkaej ; 
Tt (pi\T}fxa rrjQ Kvdrjpr^g^ 

Tl KVTreWa rov Avaiov, 

Atei y £rpv<pri(TaQ 

OvK €fjLOVQ vojxovg dtda(xic(t)y, 

OvK epLOV \ay^(t/y a(i)Toy ; 

*0 Ss Ttjioc p-eXtarrig 

MrjTE dv(T)(^EpaLV£i ^rjcrtf 

*On, S'ea, (70v y avev fiev^ 

*0 ffO(t>Oi}TaTOQ airavTii)v 
Ilapa Twv crotfxoy KaXovfxai* 
^lXbW, TTtW, Xvpt 'Cisiy 
Mgra Titiv KaXo)p yvpaiK0v* 
A^eXwc repirva Tai^ijj, 

€lg Xvpij yap, tfxov ijrop 
Avairvei fiovovg epdirag* 

*Qive (Slotov yaX7j7'rjv 
^iXetov fjLaXtcrra iravTiav, 

Ou (TO(l>og fxeXtttdog €ifiL ; 

Ttc ero(l>b}T€pog [xev ccm ; 



COERECTIONS OF THE PRECEDINO ODE, 

SUGGESTED BY 

AH EMINENT GREEK SCHOLAR. 


'Em' TTOpipvpeotG raTTiffi Ext ^oZf^yOLQ ranr^aL 

Trj'tOQ irOT (pZoTTOLOQ TriLOQ TTOr *d JX^LCFTTIQ 

iKapog yeXwv eicuro, 
lJLedv()i)v re ml \vpi^(i)v* 4 

rrepl 3’ avrbv apinf ’^Epwrec AfJL(j>t avrov ol b’ ^pMreg 
rpofxepolg Tocrly yjopevov. ^AiraXot crwe^^ppevcrar 

1 iTopipvpeois vox trisyllabica. Anacr. Fragiru xxix 3. ed. 
Fischer. vop<pvp4r} t’ ’A^podirTj. Id. Fragm. xxxvi. 1 , 
(Dpaipy Bevre fie iropcpvperif ut legendum plane ex Athenaeo. 
*AKmop(p>{}pois rdr-TicTL dixit Pseud-Anacreon, Od. vm 2. 
Theocr. Id, xv. 125 rop^ipeoi Se rdmires dv(a, fiaXaKd^ 
repOL jhrpa>, 

5. Tmesis pro a/x^exdpeucrav. Theocr. Td. vii. 142. tvw- 
rBpro ^ovdal repl vi^ams dpxpl AteXtcrcrat, h. e. aptpeJtmSivro, 

6 Pseud- Aimer. Od. lii. 12. rpoptepoTs rocrlp 
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CORRECTIONS OF 


ra ^iXs^v 6 fJLSP l\.vdr]pi]€ 

eTTolet KaXijQf otorrovQ E 7 rot£t, o'larovg 

* TrvpoepraCy kc kepavyov* 9 

6 Si XevKo. KaXXtfvXXoLQ 
icpiva (TUP poSoiffL TrXi^aQp 

i(j>iXu (TT£<fi(s)p yipoPTa, 

I fcara S" evOvQ l| ^OXvfnrov 1 ^ 

1 ^ y H os Ssintiop apacnra 

j 'Sto<piY] ^iaipa /3acra, J 

i itropoja ^ApaKpeopra, 15 

I kffopwora 

{ vTrofxetSuHcra (j>r](TC 'YTro/jceiSiaffcraQ UTte 

' 2 i 6 <j/, — ItteI fipoTbjy ffi rovro Top ao<j>iOTaTdp airavripp 
KaXeovcTL <j)vXa Trayra, 19 
KaXiovffip ol co^tcrraij — 


7, 10. 6 fily. Me ~6 5e, i-ZZe. Bion. Id. i. 82. 
oitrr^y, j hs S* cttI rd^ov k. t. A. itidem de Amoribus. 

8, 9. iiroUi—^iK Kepavvov. Pseud- Anacr« Od. xxvni 18. 
rh Se ^Xipjiia vvv ^7}d&s j avb rod Trvphs Troivjcrop. 

10, 11. KaXKtipdTOKots — ^dSom. Pseud- Anaer. Od. v. $. 
rh p6dov rh KaXKi^v?sXop, 

13. Tmesis pro KaragSera. Pseud- Anacr. Od. in, 15, 

S* €vdh &fce, b. e. 

18. Supple Bnp.a, quo rovro referatur. Eurip. Pheen. 12. 
rovro y&p var^p [ l^eTo. b. e. rovro 6voixa, 0porm <f>vM Tt-dvra 
adumbratum ex Pseud- Anaer. Od. in, 4. fiepd^roiv dk <l>dXa 
irdpra. 



THE PRECEDING ODE, 
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Tty yipa/V) fxdrTfv oceveii' 

f5 LOTOV TpL^OV TEOV fJLEV 

fiera tS>v KoXivv ’Epwrwy, 
IxBTa rov KoXov Avalov, 
ijjLs 0 * wh Xa 4 ' dri^eLC ; 25 
tL (jitkr}p.a T7}g KvOriprjQy 
ri KvirsWa rov Avaiovy 
iarael rpvf^y deideLg, 
kfid ^icrjxC ov hcdcTKivv, 
kpLOv ov Xaywv divTOV ; 30 
6 Ti'itog fxeXfdog, 

Su TcapEK voov ye pLij jxoi 
'^aXiiraLyef (pr/cr, dyevde 
OTL (xev ffocpbg mXovpLai 
Trapa Twy crocpwv dTrdynvy. 
(piXiiVy TTLLi), XvpCCwy 36 
fxerd rSjy KaXojy ywaiKiorj 
cLLpeXOtg Ss repTryd Tra/fw* 


Tote J^pLVffiy Tf Avaif 
K’ ovK tfjLQL kparety ediVfcag 

Atel y eTpv(pr}crag q.bu)v 
OvK epLHg VO png ctbaa-Kuy 
OvK spoy Xayuiy awroy 

Mfjre dv(r')(€paivey (priart 

*Ort, '^edy aov y avev pev 
*0 aro(j>(t)Tardg dwavTCvy 


21. Pseud- Anacr, Od. xxiv, 2, $i6rov TpWov Sdeday, 

25. ^sch. Eumen. 5S8. fiijSe yiv^ ] K€p^$ Iddiv^ a0€ip irodl 
ActI oltU I arjs, «» 

S2. Trapeze v6ov je jnij fioi x^drravye, ne prosier rativnem in me 
sosvL II. T. 13S, ''Hpr?, XaAeiratj/e Trapeze v6oy. Similem 
positionem particularum pi poi exhibet Pseud- Anacr. Od, 
xxv'iii. 13. 



16 COKRECTIONS OF THE PRECEDING ODE. 


Ktddpr} yap, ujg fceap fiev, \vpr} yap, ifiov ijrop 

dvaTTVEL fxovovQ *'Ftp(i)rac> 

fiiOTOv Si ri]v yakrjpijv 41 'LIBe p'lOTOv yaXi]P7]i^ 

(piXeojy pLoXiara TrdvTijjv, 

< 70 (p 0 Q ov jUgXwSdc eljjLL ; Ov cro(pOQ pieXfSoG 
ri cro^u}repov yivoir dv ; 

ijxidsv cro(j>wTepoQ tlq ; 45 Tic ero(j>o}r£poQ per ean 





REMARKS 


ON 

ANACREON. 


There is but little known with certainty of the j 
life of Anacreon. Chamaeleon Heracleotes^a | 
who wrote upon the subject, has been lost in | 
the general wreck of ancient literature. The i 
editors of the poet have collected the few j 
trifling anecdotes which are scattered through 
the extant authors of antiquity, and, supplying 
the deficiency of materials by fictions of their 
own imagination, have arranged, what they call, 
a life of Anacreon. These specious fabrications 
are intended to indulge that interest which we 

* He is quoted by Athenffitis Trepi rov hvanpeorros. 

von. I. c 
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REMARKS ON ANACREON. 


naturally feel in the biogra-phy of illustrious 
men ; but it is rather a dangerous kind of illu- 
sion, as it confounds the limits of history and 
romance^, and is too often supported by un- 
faithful citation, f 

Our poet was born in the city of Teos X) hi 
the delicious region of Ionia, and the time 
of his birth appears to have been in the sixth 
century before Christ. § He flourished at that 

* The History of Anacreon, by Ga^on (le Pocte sans fard, 
as he styles himself), is professedly a romance : laor does Ma- 
demoiselle Scuderi, from whom he borrowed the idea, pretend 
to historical veracity in her account of Anacreon and Sappho. 
These, then, are allowable. But how can Barnes be forgiven, 
who, with all the confidence of a biographer, traces every 
wandering of the poet, and settles him at last, in his old age, 
at a country villa near Teos? 

f The learned Bayle has detected some infidelities of quo- 
tation in Le Fevre. (Dictzonnaire B^istorique, ^c.) Madame 
Baeier is not more accurate than her father : they have almost 
made Anacreon prime minister to the monarch of Samos. 

I The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for luxury. 

“ Ingenia Asiatiea inclyta per gentes feci^re Poet®, Anacreon, 
inde Mimnermus et Antimachus, &c.” — SoUnus, 

§ I have nc^ attempted to define the particular Olympiad, 
but have adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, ** Je n’ai point 
marque d’Olympiade; car pour un homme qui a vticu 85 ans, 
il me semble que Ton ne doit point s*enfcrmer dans dcs homes 
si etroites.” 
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remarkable period, when, imder the polished 
t}Tants Hipparchus and Poljcrates, Athens and 
Samos were become the rival asylums of genius. 
There is nothing certain known about his family, 
and those who pretend to discover in Plato that 
he was a descendant of the monarch Codrus, 
show much more of zeal than of either accuracy 
or judgment.* 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon re- 
commended him to the monarch of Samos, and 
he w^as formed to be the friend of such a prince 
as Polycrates. Susceptible only to the plea- 
sures, he felt not the corruptions of the coiirt ; 
and, while Pythagoras fled from the tyrant, 
Anacreon "was celebrating his praises on the 
lyre. We are told too by Maximus Tyiius, 
that, by the influence of ids amatory songs, he 


^ This mistake is founded on a false interpretation of a 
very obvious passage in Plato’s Dialogue on Temperance ; it 
originated with Madame Daeier, and has been received im- 
plicitly by many- Gail, a late editor of Anacreon, seems to 
claim to himself the merit of detecting this error j but Bayle 
had observed it before him. 
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REMARKS ON ANACREON. 


softened the mind of Polycrates into a spirit of 
benevolence towards his subjects.^ 

The amours of the poet, and the rivalship of 
the tp'antf, I shall pass over in silence; and 
there are few, I presume, who will regret the 
omission of most of those anecdotes, which the 
industry of some editors has not only promulged, 
but discussed. "Whatever is repugnant to mo- 
desty and virtue is considered in ethical science, 
by a supposition very favourable to humanity, 
as impossible; and this amiable persuasion 
should be much more strongly entertained, 
where the transgression wars with nature as 
well as virtue. But why are we not allowed 
to indulge in the presmxiption ? Why arc we 


• AmKpe(ov ’:SafiLOLs UohvKpan/jy Maxim. Tyr. §21. 

Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances of the 
influence of poetiy. If Gail had read Maximus Tyrius, how 
could he ridicufe this idea in Moutomiet, as unauthenti- 
cated ? -> 

f In the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to which I allude 
is told of a young girl, with whom Anacreon fell in love while 
she personated the god Apollo in a mask. But here Made- 
moiselle Scuderi consulted nature more than truth. 
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officiously reminded that there have been really ' 
such instances of depravity ? 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens 
the power which his father Pisistratus had 
usurped, was one of those princes who may be 
said to have polished the fetters of their sub- 
jects. He was the first, according to Plato, 
who edited the poems of Homer, and com- 
manded them to be sung by the rhapsodists at 
the celebration of the Panathenaea. Prom his 
coui't, which w'as a sort of galaxy of genius, 
Anacreon could not long be absent. Hippar- 
chus sent a barge for him; the poet readily 
embraced the invitation, and the Muses and 
the Loves were wafted with him to Athens.^ 

The manner of Anacreon’s death was singu- 
lar. "We are told that in the eighty-fifth year 
of his age he was choked by a grape-stone f; 

♦ There is a very interesting French porem founded upon 
this anecdote, imputed to Desyvetaux, and cdiled “ Anacrdon 
Citoyen.” 

f Fabricius appears not to trust very implicitiy in this 
story, Uvae passae acino tandem suffocatus, si credimus 

c 3 
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i and, however we may smile at their eiitliiisiastic 
partiality, who see in this easy and charac- 
teristic death a peculiar indulgence of Heaven, 

^ we cannot help admiring that his fate should 
! have been so emblematic of his disposition. 

! Cmlius Calcagninus alludes to this catastrophe 
in the following epitaph on oar poet^ : — 

Those lips, then, hallow’d sage, which pour’d along 
A music sweet as any cygnet’s song, 

The grape hath clos’d for ever ! 

Here let the ivy kiss the poet’s tomb, 

Here let the rose he lov’d with laurels bloom, 

In bands that ne’er shall sever. 

SuidsB in QivoiroT7}s ; alii cnira hoc mortis genere peiiisse tia- 
dunt Sophoclem.” — Bihliothec. Gt(bc. lib ii. cap IS. 

It must be confessed that Lucian, who tells us that Sophocles 
was choked by a grape-stone, in the very same treatise men- 
tions the longevity of Anacreon, and yet is sileirt on the 
manner of his death. Could he have been ignorant of such a 
remarkable coincidence, or, knowing, could ho have neglected 
to remark it ? See Regnier’s introduction to ins Anacreon. 

* At te, sancte senex, acinus sub Tartara misit ; 

Cygneas clausit qui tibi vocis iter. 

Vos, hederse, tumulum, turaulum vos cingite, lauri, 

Hoc rosa perpetuo vernet odora loco ; 

At vitis procul hiae, procul hinc odiosa facessat, 

Q,use causam dirae piotulit, uva, necis, 
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But far be tliou, ob I far, unholy vine, 

By whom the favourite minstrel of the Nine 
Lost his sweet vital breath ; 

Thy God himself now blushes to confess, 

Once hallow'd vine ! he feels he loves thee less, 
Since poor Anacreon's death. 

It has been supposed by some writers that 
Anacreon and Sappho were contemporaries; 
and the very thought of an intercourse between 
persons so congenial, both in warmth of 
passion and delicacy of genius, gives such play 
to the imagination, that the mind loves to in- 
dulge in it. But the vision dissolves before 
historical truth ; and Chamaeleon and Herme- 
sianax, who are the source of the supposition, 
are considered as having merely indulged in a 
poetical anachronism.^ 

Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare, 

In vateAi tantum quae fitit ausa nefas. 

The author of this epitaph, Caelius Calca^iinus, has trans- 
lated or imitated the epigrams eis r7}v 0ovv, which 

are given under the name of Anacreon. 

* Barnes is convinced (but very gratuitously), of the syn- 
ehronisra of Anacreon and Sappho. In citing his authorities, 

0 4 ? 
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To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from 
the tone of sentiment which pervades his works, 
is sometimes a very fallacious analogy; but 
the soul of Anacreon speaks so unequivocally 
through his odes, that we may safely consult 
them as the faithful mirrors of his heart.* We 

he has strangely neglected the line quoted by Fulvius Ursinus, 
as from Anacreon, among the testimonies to Sappho . — 

Eijui KaSuy eicrapas ^air(pa} vapdevov adv(p(avQy. 

Fabricins thinks that they might have been contemporary, but 
considers their amour as a tale of imagination. Vossius rejects 
the idea entirely . as do also Olaus Borrichius and othois 
* An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleau’s translation 
of Anacreon, pretends to imagme that our bard did not feel 
as he wrote . — 

Lyseum, Venerem, Cupidinoniquc 
Senex lusit Anacreon poota. 

Sed quo tempore nec capaciores 
Eogabat cyathos, nec inquietis 
Urebatur amoribus, sed ipsis 
Tantum versibus et jocis araabat, 

Nullum prai sc habitum gerens amanti.s'. 

To Love and Bacchus ever young 
While sage Anacreon touch’d the lyre, 

He neither felt the loves he sung, 

Norlill’d his bowl to Bacchus higher. 

Those flowery days had faded long, 

When youth could act the lover’s part; 

And passion trembled in his song, 

But never, never, reach’d his heart 
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find him there the elegant voluptuary, diffus- 
ing the seductive charm of sentiment over pas- 
sions and propensities at which rigid morality 
must frown. His heart, devoted to indolence, 
seems to have thought that there is wealth 
enough in happiness, but seldom happiness in 
mere wealth. The cheerfulness, indeed, with 
which he brightens his old age is interesting and 
endearing : like his own rose, he is fragrant even 
in decay. But the most peculiar feature of his 
mind is that love of simplicity, which he attri- 
butes to himself so feelingly, and which breathes 
characteristically throughout all that he has 
simg. In truth, if we omit those few vices in 
our estimate which religion, at that time, not 
only connived at, but consecrated, we shall be 
inclined to say that the disposition of our poet 
was amiable; that his morality was relaxed, 
but not abandoned ; and that Virtue, with her 
zone loosened, may be an apt emblem of the 
character of Anacreon.^ 

• Anacreon’s character has been variously coloured Barnes 
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Of his person and physiognomy time has pre- 
served such uncertain memorials, that it were 
better, perhaps, to leave the pencil to fancy ; and 
few can read the Odes of Anacreon without 
imagining to themselves the form of the animated 
old bard, crowned with roses, and singing cheer- 
fully to his lyre. But the head of Anacreon, pre- 
fixed to this work^, has been considered so 


lingers on it with enthusiastic admiration ; but he is always ex- 
traYagant, if not sometimes also a little profane. Baillet runs 
too much into the opposite extreme, exaggerating also the 
testimonies which he has consulted; and wc cannot suiely 
agree with him when he cites such a compiler as Athenams, as 
“ un des plus savans critiques de I’antiquite .” — Jngment dcs 
Sgavam, M.CV 

Barnes could hardly have read the passage to which he re- 
fers, when he accuses Le Fevre of having censured our poet’s 
character in a note on Longinus ; the note in quesrion being 
manifest irony, in allusion to some censure passed upon IjC 
Fevre for his Anacreon It is clear, indeed, that }>raise rather 
than censure is intimated. See Johannes Vulpius (dc Utilitato 
Poetices), who vindicates our poet’s reputation. 

* It is taken from the Bibliotheca of Fulvius Ursinus. 
Bellori has copied the same head into his Imagines Johannes 
Faber, in his description of the coin of Ursinus, mentions an- 
other head on a very beautiful cornelian, which he supposes was 
worn in a ring by some admirer of the poet. In the Icono- 
graphia of Canini there is a youthful head of Anacreon from 
a Grecian medal, with the letters TEIO:g around it; on the 
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i authentic, that we scarcely could be justified in 
I the omission of it ; and some have even thought 
j that it is by no means deficient in that benevo- 
I lent suavity of expression which should charac- 
! terise the countenance of such a poet, 

i After the very enthusiastic eulogiums be- 

1 

I stowed both by ancients and moderns upon the 
i poems of Anacreon we need not be difiident 
I in expressing our raptures at their beauty, nor 
I hesitate to pronounce them the most polished 

reverse there is a Neptune, holding a spear in his right hand, 
and a dolphin, with the word TIANUN inscribed, in the left ; 
“ volendoci denotare (says Canim) che quelle cittadini la coni- 
gyssero in honore del suo compatriota poeta.** There is also 
among the coins of De Wilde one, which though it bears no 
effigy, was probably struck to the memory of Anacreon. It 
has the word THIUN, encircled with an ivy crown, « At 
quidni respicit haec corona Anacreontem, nobUem iyricum ? ” 
— JOe Wilde, 

* Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymns, elegies, 
epigrams, Sic, Some of the epigrams still exist. Horace, in 
addition to the mention of him (lib. iv. od. 9.), alludes also 
to a poem of his upon the rivalry of Circe and Penelope in the 
affections of Ulysses, lib i. od. 17. ; and the scholiast upon 
Nicander cites a fragment from a poem upon Sleep by Ana- 
creon, and attributes to him likewise a medicinal treatise. Ful- 
gentius mentions a work of his upon the war between Jupiter 
and the Titans and the origin of the consecration of the eagle. 
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remains of antiquity. They are, indeed, all 
beauty, all enchantment, f He steals us so in- 
sensibly along with him, that we sympathise even 
in his excesses. In his amatory odes there is a 
delicacy of compliment not to be found in any 
other ancient poet. Love at that period was 

* See Horace, Maximus Tyrius, &c “ His style (says 
Scaliger) is sweeter than the jmceof the Indian reed .” — Poet 
lib i cap 44 “ From the softness of his verses (says Olai/s 

Bon'ichius) the ancients bestowed on him the epithets sweet, 
delicate, graceful, &c ” — Dissertationes Academtets, de Poetis, 
diss. 2. Scaliger again praises him thus in a pun ; speaking of 
the jaeAos, or ode, « Anacreon autem non solum dedit haec fieXij 
sed etiam in ipsis mella.” See the passage of Eapin, quoted by 
all the editors. I cannot omit citing also the following very 
spirited apostrophe of the author of the Commentary prefixed to 
the Parma edition “ O vos sublimes animsc, vos ApolHnis 
alumiu, qui post unum Alcmanem in totfi Hcllade lyrioani 
poesim exsuscitastis, colmstis, amplificastis, quseso vos mi ullus 
unquam fiierit vates qui Teio cantoii vel naturae candore vc»l 
inetri suavitate palmam praeripuerit.” See likewise Vincenzo 
Gravini della Rag Poetic, libro primo, p. 97. Among the 
Ritratti of Marino, there is one of Anacreon beginning “ Cin- 
getemi la fionte,” &c. &c. 

f « We may perceive ” says Vossius, « that the iteration of 
his words conduces very much to the sweetness of his style.” 
Henry Stephen *reinarks the same beauty in a note on the 
forty-fourth ode. This figure of iteration is his most appro- 
priate grace • — but the modern writers of Juvenilia and Basia 
have adopted it to an excess which destroys the effect. 
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rather an unrefined emotion : and the intercourse 
of the sexes was animated more hj passion 
than by sentiment. They knew not those little 
tendernesses which form the spiritual part of 
afiection ; their expression of feeling was there- 
fore rude and unvaried, and the poetry of love 
deprived ic of its most captivating graces. Ana- 
creon, however, attained some ideas of this purer 
gallantry ; and the same delicacy of mind which 
led him to this refinement, prevented him also 
from yielding to the freedom of language, which 
has sullied the pages of all the other poets. 
His descriptions are warm ; but the warmth is 
in the ideas, not the words. He is sportive 
without being wanton, and ardent without being 
licentious. His poetic invention is always most 
brilliantly displayed in those allegorical fictions 
which so many have endeavoured to imitate, 
though all have confessed them to be inimitable. 
Simplicity is the distinguishing feature of these 
odes, and they interest by their innocence, as 
much as they fascinate by their beauty. They 
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: may be said, indeed, to be the very infants of 
I the iluses, and to lisp in numbers, 
i I shall not be accused of enthusiastic paiti- 
, ality by those who have read and felt the 
I original ; but, to others, I am conscious, tins 
j should not be the language of a tiaiislator, 
j whose faint reflection of such beauties can but 
I ill justify his admiration of them, 
j In the age of Anacreon music and poetry 
I were inseparable. These kindred talents were 
I for a long time associated, and the poet always 
j sung his own compositions to the lyre. It is 
probable that they were not set to any regular 
air, but rather a kind of musical recitation, 
which was varied according to the fancy and 
feelings of the moment.’’^ The poems of Ana- 

* In the Paris edition there arc four of the original odes set 
to music, by Le Sueur, Gossec, Mehul, and Cherubini “ On 
chantc du Latin, dc I’ltalien,” says Gail, “ quclquefois memo 
sans ies entendre; qui empeche que nous ne chantions dcs 
odes Grecques^” The chromatic learning of these coniposoib 
is very unlike what wc are told of the simple melody of the 
ancients ; and they have all, as it appears to me, mistaken the 
! accentuation of the words. 
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creon were sung at Tbanquets as late as the time | 
of Anlns Gellius. who tells ns that he heard | 
one of the odes performed at a hirth-day enter- j 
tainment.* | 

The singular beauty of our poet’s style, and j 
the apparent facility, perhaps, of his metre haYe | 
attracted, as I have already remarked, a crowd 
of imitators. Some of these have succeeded 
with wonderful felicity, as may he discerned 
in the few odes which are attributed to writers 
of a later period. But none of his emulators 
have been half so dangerous to his fame as 
those Greek ecclesiastics of the early ages, who, 
being conscious of their own inferiority to their 
great prototypes, determined on removing all \ 
possibility of comparison, and, under a sem- 
blance of moral zeal, deprived the world of 
some of the most exquisite treasures of ancient 

# 

* The Parma commentator is rather careless in referring to 
this passage of Anlns GeHius (lib. six. cap. 9.). The ode 
was not snng by the rhetorician Julianus, as he says, hnt by 
the minstrek of both sexes, who were introduced at the enter- 
tainment. j 
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times. ^ Tile works of Sappho and Alcasus 
were among those flowers of Grecian literature 
which thns fell beneath the rude hand of ec- 
clesiastical presumption. It is true they pre- 
tended that this sacrifice of genius was hallowed 
by the interests of religion ; hut I have aheady 
assigned the most probable motive f; and if 
Gregorius Nazianzenus had not written Ana- 
creontics, we might now perhaps have the 
works of the Teian unmutilated, and be em- 
powered to say exultingly with Horace, 

Nec si quid olim lusit Anacreon 

Delevit setas. 


* See what Colomesius, in his “ Literary Treasures,” has 
quoted from Alcyonius de Exilio ; it may be found in Baxter. 
Colomesius, after citing the passage, adds, “ Haec auro contra 
cara non potui non apponere ” 
f We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of 
Bishop Synesius, that he made Anacreon and Sappho his 
models of composition. 

* Aye fioi, Aiyeea 
’ Mera mtBav, 

Mera AeaSiay re fwXvav* 

Margunius and Damascenus were likewise authors of pious 
Anacreontics. 
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The zeal by which these bishops professed to 
be aciuated^ gave birth more innocently, in- 
deed, to an absurd species of parody, as re- 
pugnant to piety as it is to taste, •where the 
poet of voluptuousness was made a preacher 
of the gospel, and his muse, like the Venus 
in armoui' at Lacedsenion, was arraj^ed in all 
the severities of priestly instruction. Such 
was the Anacreon Recantatus,” by Carolus 
de Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, wliich 
consisted of a series of palinodes to the several 
songs of our poet. Such, too, was the Chris- 
tian Anacreon of Patrignanus, another Jesuit^, 
who preposterously transferred to a most sa- 
cred subject all that the Grecian poet had 
dedicated to festivity and love. 

His metre has frequently been adopted by 
the modern Latin poets ; and Scaliger, Taub- 

* Tliis, perhaps, is the “ Jesuitaquidam Gra?culus” alluded 
to by Barnes, who has himself composed an hvaKpmv Xpi-* 
cfriavot, as absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skilfully 
executed. 

VOL. I. D 
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I man, Barthius"^, and others, have shown that 
j it is hy no means uncongenial wdth that lan- 
' guage.f The Anacreontics of Scahger, hovv- 
; ever, scarcely deserve the name ; as they glitter 
j all over with conceits, and, though often ele- 
' gant, are always laboured. The beautiful 
. fictions of AngerianusJ preserve more happily 
than any others the dehcate turn of those 
! allegorical fables, which, passing so frequently 
, through the mediums of version and imitation. 


I * I have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Bar- 
j thins, written just after his death, which mentions many more 
I Anacreontics of his than I believe have ever been published. 

I f Thus too Albertus, a Danish poet — 

^ Fidii tui minister 

I Gaudebo semper esse, 

I Gaudebo semper illi 

j Litare thure mulso ; 

I Gaudebo semper ilium 

} Laudare pumililHs 

! * Anacreonticiliis. 

* Se^ the Danish Poets collected by Rostgaard. 

; These pretty4ittlenesses defy translation. A beautiful Ana- 
creontic by Hugo Grotius, may be found Lib i. Farragmis. 

I I To Angerianus Prior is indebted for some of his happiest 
mythological subjects. 
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have generally lost their finest rays in the 
' transmission. Many of the Italian poets have | 
indulged their fancies upon the subjects, and | 
in the manner of Anacreon, Bernardo Tasso I 
first introduced the metre, which was after- 
, wards polished and emdched by Chabriera and 

others.^ I 

I 

To judge by the references of Degeny the * 

! German language abounds in Anacreontic imi- 1 
tations; and Hagedornf is one among many | 

! who have assumed him as a model. La Farre, ! 

I Chaulieu, and the other light poets of France, i 

I ^ 

have also professed to cultivate the muse of ’ 

I Teos; but they have attained all her negli- j 
gence with little of the simple grace that em- ' 
bellishes it. In the delicate bard of Scliiras J t 
we find the kindred spirit of Anacreon : some | 

! 

• See Crescimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes. | 

f “ I.’aimable Hagedprn vaut quel<][uefols Anacr<?on.”— * 
j Dorat, Mie d& la Poesie AUemande. 

I I See Toderini on the learning of the Turks, as translated 
j by de Coumard. Prince Cantemir has made the Russians 
i acquainted with Anacreon. See his Life, prefixed to a trans- 
I lation of his Satires, by the Abbe de Guasco. ! 
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of Ms gazellesj or soiigs^ possess all tiie cha- 
racter of our poet. 

We come now to a retrospect of the editions 
of Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we are iii“ 
debted for having first recovered his remains from 
j the obscm'ity in wHch, so singularly^ they had 
for many ages reposed. He found the seventh 
ode, as we are told, on the cover of an old book, 
and communicated it to Yictorius, who men- 
tions the circumstance in Ms Various Read- 
ings.” Stephen was then very young; and 
tMs discovery was considered by some critics 
of that day as a literary imposition.^ In 1554, 
however, he gave Anacreon to the world f, 


* Eobertellus, in his woric ‘‘ De Batione comgendi,” pro- 
nounces these Terses to be the triflings of some insipid Gr^cist. 
f Eonsard commemorates this event — 

Je vay boire a Henrie Etienne 
Qui des enfers nous a rendu, 

Bu vjeii Anacreon perdu, 

Ea ^ouce lyre Teienne. Ode xv. book 5. 

I All the bowl to St^hen*s name. 

Who rescued from the gloom of night 
The Teian bard of festive fame, 

And brought his living lyre to light. 
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accompanied \Titli annotations and a Latin 
version of the greater part of the odes. The 
learned still hesitated to receive them as the 
relics of the Teian bard, and suspected them 
to be the fabrication of some monks of the 
sixteenth century. This was an idea from 
which the classic imise recoiled; and the Va- 
tican manuscript, consulted by Scaliger and 
Salmasius, confirmed the antiquity of most of ; 
the poems. A very inaccurate copy of this 
MS. was taken by Isaac Yossius, and this is the 
anthority which Barnes has followed in Ms 
collation. Accordingly he misrepresents al- 
most as often as he quotes; and the subsequent 
editors, relying upon his authority, have spoken 
of the manuscript with not less confidence than 
ignorance. The literary world, however, has at 
length been gratified with tMs curious memo- 
rial of the poet, by the industry of the Abbe 
Spaletti, who published at Home, in 1781, j 
a fae-simile of those pages of the Vatican 
D 3 
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naanuscript wMcli contained the odes of Ana- 
creon.'^' 

A catalogue has been given by Gail of all 
the different editions and translations of Ana- 
' creon. Finding their number to be much 
greater than I could possibly have had an oppor- 
tunity of consulting, I shall here content myself 
mth enumerating only those editions and ver- 
sions which it has been in my power to collect; 
j and which, though very few, are, I believe, 

■ the most important. 

, The edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at Paris — 

\ the Latin version is attributed by Colomesius to 
John Dorat.'j- 

I * This manuscript, which Spalctti thinks as old as the tenth 
j century, was brought fioni the Palatine into the Vatican li- 
I brary , it is a kind of anthology of Greek epigrams, and in the 
j 676th page of it are found the 'Hgittjugia 'ZvfMoo'mm of Ana- 
' creon. 

f “ Le meme (i\I. Vossius) m’a dit qu’il avoit possede un 
Anacreon, ou Sealiger avoit marque de sa main, qu’ Henri 
I Etienne n etoit pas I’auteur de la version Latine des odes de ce 
I poete, mais JearfBorat” — JPauhis Colomesius^ Particularlth. 
j Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too implicitly on 
, Vossius ; — almost all these Particularites begin with « M. 

* Vossius m’a dit.” 
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The old French ti’anslations, hj Roiisarcl and 
Bellean — the former published in 1555, the latter 
in 1556. It appears from a note of Muretus upon 
one of the sonnets of Eonsard, that Henry Stephen 
commiinicated to this poet his manuscript of Ana- 
creon, before he promulgated it to the woiid."^ 

The edition by Le Fevre, 1660- 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681, with a 
prose translation.f 

The edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a trans- 
lation in verse. 

The edition by Baxter; London, 1695. 

A French translation by la Fosse, 1704. 

L’Histoire des Odes d’ Anacreon,’' by Ga^on ; 
Rotterdam, 1712. 

A translation in English verse, by several hands, 
1713, in which the odes by Cowley are inserled. 

The edition by Barnes ; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a Latin 
version in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Addison, 
1735. 

* “ La fiction de ce sonnet eomme Tanteur ineme m\i dit, 
est prise d’une ode d’x\nacreon, encore non imprimee, qn’il a 
depuis traduit, /tev <piK7} 

t The anthor of Nouvelles de la Repnb. dcs Lett, bestows 
on tins translation much more praise than its merits appear to 
me to justify. 

B 4 
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! A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon^ 
: published at Venice, 1736, consisting of those by 
j Corsini, Regnier*^, Salvini, Marchetti, and one by 
I several anonymous authors.f 
‘ A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and 
I Doctoi' Broome, 1760.:}; 

I Another, anonymous, 176S. 

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; with the 
fac-simile of the Vatican MS. 
j The edition by Degen, 1786, who published also 
I a German translation of Anacreon, esteemed the 
i best. 

1 A translation in English verse, by Urqiihart, 
1787. 

The edition by Gail, at Paris, 1799, with a prose 
translation. 

* The notes of Regnier are not inserted in this edition ; but 
they must be interesting, as they were for the most part com- 
municated by the ingenious Menage, who, we may perceive, 
from a passage in the Menagiana, bestowed some research on 
the subject. “ C’est aussi lui (M, Bigot) qui s’est donne la 
j peine de conferer des manuscrits en Italie dans le terns que je 
travaillois sur Anacreon ” — Menagiana^ seconde partie. 

f I find in Haym’s jSTotizda de’ Libri rari, Venice, 1670 , an 
Italian translation oy Cappone, mentioned, 
j :j: This is the iHost complete of the English translations. 
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ODE I. 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure, 

The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 

’T was in a vision of the night, 

He beam’d upon my wondering sight. 

I heard his voice, and warmly pre^t 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 

Tills ode is the first of the series in the Vatican manuscript, 
which attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. They 
who assert that the manuscript imputes it to Ba&ilius, have 
been misled by the words Tou avrov QatriTuR^s in the margin, 
which are merely intended as a title to the following ode. 
Whether it be the production of Anacreon or not, it has all 
the features of ancient simplicity, and is a beautifiil imitation 
of the poet’s happiest manner. 
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His tresses wore a silvery dye. 

But beauty sparkled in Ills eye ; 

Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 

Through the mist of soft desire. 

His lip exhal’d, whene’er he sigh’d, 

The fragrance of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet 
He came my cordial kiss to meet, 

An infant, of the Cyprian band, 

Guided him on with tender hand. 

Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

SparMed in his ej/es of fre, 

Through the mist of soft desire.] “How could he know at 
the first look (says Baxter) that the poet was ^ikevvos ? ’* 
There are surely many tell-tales of this propensity ; and the 
following are the indices, which the physiognomist gives, de- * 
scribing a disposition perhaps not unlike that of Anacreon ■ 
0<p6aXfjiOi ftKvQapevoiy Kvjxaivovres ep avrois, eis a(l>podi(na Kai I 
€ma$€iap eTrroTjprau ovre Be aomoif ovre KaKovfryotj ovre ipvcrem ^ 
ovre afwvffoi. — Adamantius, “ The eyes that are 1 
humid and fluctuating show a propensity to pleasure and love, I 
they bespeak too a mind of integrity and beneficence, a gene- j 
rosity of disposition, and a genius for poetry,” i 

Baptista Porta tells us some stiange opinions of the ancient 
physiognomists on this subject, their reasons for which were 
curious, and perhaps not altogether fanciful. Vide Physiog- 
nom, Johan. Baptist. Port®. 
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I took tke T\Teatli3 Tvliose inmost twine 
Breath'd of him and blush'd with wine. 

' I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow, 

And ah I I feel its magic now : 

' I feel that even his garland's touch 

' Can make the bosom love too much. 

I took the wreath^ ithose tnnwst twine 

Breath'd of hmij, ^'c.] Philostratus has the same thought 
in one of lus Eoajri/ra, Tvhera he speaks of the gaiiand vrhich 
he had sent to his mistress Ei Se $ov\€i ri <pLKo> 
ra Xei^am avTiTrsfi^ov, jiriKerL Ttveovra podcjy [xovov aXka teat 
cov. « If thou art inclined to gratify thy lover, send him back 
the remains of the garland, no longer breathing of roses only, 
^ but of thee ’ ” Which pretty conceit is borrowed (as the author 
of the Observer remarks) in a well-known little song of Ben 
I Jonson’s — 

“ But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 

1 Since when it looks and smells, I swear, 

! Xot of itself, but thee * ” 

• ^4jid ah f I feel its magic now ♦] This idea, as Longepierre 
{ remarks, occurs in an epigram of the seventh book of the An- 
I thologia 

E|ot6 g.QL TTiPopri avvecxraouaa XapmXca 
AafipT} rovs idiovs <Tre<papovs, 

Hvp oKooy SaTrrei fie. 

Wiiile I unconscious quaff’d my vvihe, 

’T was then thy fingers slily stole 
Upon my brow that wreath of thme. 

Which since has madden’d all my soul 
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ODE II. 


Give me the harp of epic song. 

Which Homer’s finger thrilFcl along ; 

But tear away the sanguine string. 

For war is not the theme I sing. 

Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 

I ’m monarch of the board to-night ; 

And all around shall brim as high, 

And quaff the tide as deep as I. 

And when the cluster s mellowing dews 
Their warm enchanting balm infuse, 

Our feet shall catch th’ elastic bound, 

And reel us through the dance’s round. 
Great Bacchus ! we shall sing to thee, 

In wild but sweet ebriety; 

Proclaim the lam of festal life.'] The ancients prescribed 
certain laws of drinking at their festivals, for an account of 
which see the commentators. Anacreon here acts the sym- 
posiareh, or master of the festwal. I have translated accord- 
ing to those who consider KvireXXa as an inversion of 

^efffiovs KirtreAAcwj/. 
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ODE in. 

Listen to the Muse’s iyre. 

Master of the pencil’s hre I 
Sketch’d in painting’s bold display, 

IMany a city first portray ; 

Many a city, revelling free, 

Full of loose festivity. 

Picture then a rosy train, 

Bacchants straying o’er the plain ; 

Piping, as they roam along, 

Roundelay or shepherd-song. 

Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as this portray, 

All the earthly heaven of love 
These delighted mortals prove. 

La Fosse has tlpxight proper to lengthen this poem by con- 
siderable interpolations of his own, which he thinks are indis- 
pensably necessary to the completion of the description. 
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ODE IV- 

VuLCAN ! hear jour glorious task; 

I do not from jour labours ask 
In gorgeous panopij to shine. 

For war was ne‘er a sport of mine. 

No — let me have a silver bowl, 

Wliere I maj cradle all m j soul ; 

But mind that, o’er its simple frame 
No mimic constellations flame ; 

Nor grave upon tiie swelling side, 

Orion, scowling o’er the tide. 

I care not for the glitt’ring wain. 

Nor jet the weeping sister train. 

But let the vine luxuriant roll 
Its blushing tendrils round the bowl. 

While manj a rose-lipp’d bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 

This ode, Aulus Oellius tells us, was performed at an en- 
tertainment where he was present. 


48 


ODES OF ANACREON. 


Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 

Vvlldly press the gushing grapes, 

And flights of Loves, in wanton play. 

Wing through the air their winding way ; 
While Venus, from her arbour green. 

Looks laughing at the joyous scene, 

And young Lyseus by her side 
Sits, worthy of so bright a bride. 

While nmny a rose-hpp'd ’bacchant maid, ^ c ] I have availed 
myself here of the additional lines given in the Vatican manu- 
script, which have not been accurately inserted in any of the 
ordinary editions * — 

JJoi7}crop apireKovs poi 
Koi $0Tpvas Kar' avrccy 
Kai paivadas rpvycaaas. 

Horn de Xi)vov oivov, 

AriifoSaras 'Karowras, 

Toys cruTvpovs yeXtovras, 

Kai xpycroys Toys epiaras, 

Kai Kv9€p7}v yeXccKXav, 

*OfjLQv KaXcc Avaiu), 

Epwra /d Wd>poSiT7iy 
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ODE V. 

' Sculptor, wouidst thou glad my 'soul, 

* Grave for me an ample bowl, 

! Worthy to shine in hail or bower, 

When spring-time brings the reveller’s hour. 

' Grave it with themes of chaste design, 

I Fit for a simple board like mine. 

I Display not there the barbarous rites 
! In which religious zeal delights ; 

Nof any tale of tragic fate 
Which History shudders to relate. 

No — cull thy fancies from above, 

Themes of heav’n and themes of love. 


Degen thinks that this ode is a more modern imitation of 
the preceding. There is a poem hy Casliijs Calcagninus, in 
the manner of both, where he gives instructions about the 
making of a ring. 

Tomabis annulum mihi 

Et fabre, et apte, et commode, &c, &c. 


VOL. I. 


E 
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Let Bacchus, Jove’s ambrosial 
Distil the grape in drops of joy, 

And while he smiles at every tear, 

Let warm-ey’d Venus, dancing near, 

With spirits of the genial bed, 

The dewy herbage deftly tread. 

Let Love be there, without his arms, 

In timid nakedness of charms ; 

And all the Graces, link’d with Love, 

Stray, laughing, through the shadowy grove ; 
While rosy boys disporting round, 

In circlets trip the velvet ground. 


iM Love he there, without his arms, ^•c.] Thus Sannazaro 
in the eclogue of Gallicio nell’ Arcadia : — 

Vegnan H vaghi Amori 
Senza fiammelle, o strali, 

Scherzando insieme pargoletti e nudi. 

Fluttering on the busy wing, 

A train of naked Cupids came, 

Sporting around in harmless ring. 

Without a dart, without a flame. 

And thus in toe Pervigilium Veneris : — 

Ite nyraphsB, posuit arma, feriatus est amor. 

Love is disarm’d — ye nymphs, in safety stray, 

Your bosoms now may boast a holiday ! 
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! But ah I if there Apollo toys, 

! I tremble for the rosy boys. 

But ah ' if there Apollo toys, 

I irenihh for the rosy hoys ] An allusion to the fable, that 
Apollo had killed his beloved boy Hyacinth, while playing 
with him at quoits. “ This (says M. La Fosse) is assuredly 
1 the sense of the text, and it cannot admit of any other.” 

^ The Italian translators, to save themselves the trouble of a 
* note, have taken the liberty of making Anacreon himself 
j explain this fable. Thus Salvini, the most literal of any of 
them ! — 

Ma con lor non giuochi Apollo ; 

Che in fiero risco 
Col duro disco 
A Giacinto fiacco 11 collo. 



! 
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ODE VI. 

As late I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 


This beautiful fiction, which the commentators have attri- 
buted to Juhan, a royal poet, the Vatican MS. pronounces to 
be the genuine offspring of Anacreon. It has, indeed, all the 
features of the parent : — 

et facile insciis 
Noscitetur ah omnibus. 

Where many an early rose was weeping^ 

I found the urchin Cupid sleeping,] This idea is prettily 
imitated in the following epigram by Andreas Naugerius — 

I Horentes dum forte vagans mea Hyella per hortos 

i Texit odoratis hlia cana rosis, 

j Ecce rosas inter latitantem mvenit Amorem 

j Et simui annexis fioribus implicuit. 

' Luclatur primo, et contra nitentibus alis 

* Indomitus tentat solvere vincla puer * 

^ Mox ubi lacteolas et dignas matre papUlas 

I Vidit et ora ipsos nata movere Eeos, 

i Impositosque coma) ambrosios ut sentit odores 

I Quosque legit diti messe beatus Arabs ; 
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I caught the hoy, a goblet’s tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 

I caught him by his downy wing, 

And whelm’d him in the racy spring. 

Then drank I down the poison’d bowl. 

And Love now nestles in my soul. 

Oh yes, my soul is Cupid’s nest, 

I feel him fluttering in my breast. 

“ I (dixit) mea, qusere novum tibi, mater, Amorem, 
Imperio sedes hsec erit apta meo.** 

As to Hyella, through the bloomy grove, 

A wreath of many mingled flow’rets wove, 

Within a rose a sleeping Love she found. 

And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 

Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied ; 

But when he saw her bosom's radiant swell. 

Her features, where the eye of Jove might dwell; 

And caught th’ ambrosial odours of her hair. 

Rich as the breathings of Arabian air ; 

« Oh ! mother Venus,” (said the raptur’d child. 

By charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguil’d,) 

Go, seek another boy, thou’st lost thine own, 

** Hyella’s arms shall now he Cupid’s throne ! ” 

This epigram of Naugerius is imitated by Lodovico Dolce 
m a poem, beginning 

Mentre raccoglie hor uno, hor altro fiore 
Vieina a un rio di chiare et lucid’ onde, 

Lidia, &c. &c. 

E 3 
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ODE VIL 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has past away. 

Behold/' the pretty wantons cry, 

“ Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

The locks upon thy brow are few, 

And, like the rest, they’re withering too ! ” ' 

Whether decline has thinn’d my hair, i 

I’m sure I neither know nor care ; 

Alberti has imitated this ode in a poem, begimiing 

Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, tu se” pur veglio 
Whether decline has tkinrCd my haxr^ 

Fm sure I neither hnow nor care,] Henry Stephen very 
justly remarks the elegant negligence of expression in the 
original here : 

E^tw 5e res KOfias /ley, 

Eir eurir, anriKdoy, 

_ OvK otda^ 

And Longepie'Te has adduced from Catullus, what he thinks 
a similar instance of this simplicity of manner * — 

Ipse quis sit, utrum sit, an non sit, id quoque nescit. 
Longepierre was a good ciitic; but perhaps the line which 
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But tMs I know, and this I feel. 

As onward to the tomb I steal, 

That still as death approaches nearer, 

The joys of life are sweeter, dearer; 

And had I but an hour to live. 

That little hour to bliss I’d give. 

he has selected is a specimen of a carelessness not very com- 
mendable. At the same time I confess, that none of the 
Latin poets ha’i e ever appeared to me so capable of imitating 
the graces of Anacreon as Catullus, if he had not allowed a 
depraved imagination to hurry him so often into mere vulgar 
licentiousness. 

That sitll as death approaches marer, 

The joys of life are sweeter, dearer Pontanus has a very 
delicate thought upon the subject of old age . 

Quid rides, Matrona ? senem quid temnis amantem ? 
Quisqms ainat nulla est conditione senex. 

"Why do you scorn my want of youth. 

And with a smile my brow behold? 

Lady dear f believe this truth, 

That he who loves cannot be old. 


E ^ 
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ODE YIIL 


I CARE not for the idle state 
Of Persia's king, the rich the great: 

I envy not the monarch's throne, 

Nor wish the treasur'd gold my own. 
But oh I be mine the rosy wreath, 

Its freshness o’er my brow to breathe ; 


« The German poet Lessing has imitated this ode. Vol. i! 
p. 24. Degen. Gail de Editionibus, 

Baxter conjectures that this was written upon the occasion 
ot our poet’s returning the money to Polycrates, according to 
the anecdote m Stobaus. * ° 


“ smte 

in S'‘=-] “ There is a fragment of Archilochus 

n Kutarch, « De tranquillitate animi," which our poet has very 
closely mutated here ; it hegina, ^ 

Ov flat ra Tvyew rov TroKvxpvirav fte\eu" Baknss. 


^vxr,v €f/.7]v epayra, 

Tt croi yepecrSat ^ 

0eAeiy Tvyea ra mi ra; 
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; Be mine tlie rich perfumes that how, 

^ To cool and scent mj locks of snow. 

To-day Hi haste to quaff my wine, 

I As if to-morrow ne’er would shine ; 
j But if to-morrow comes, why then — 
rii haste to quaff my wine again. 

Be mine the rich perfumes that flow. 

To cool and scent my locks of snow.'\ In the original, pupoiarL 
I KaraSpex^^y vTrrjyrjP'. On account of this idea of perfuming 
; the beaid, Cornelius de Pauw pronoimces the whole ode to 
be the spurious production of some lascivious monk, who was 
^ nursing his beard with unguents. But he should have known, 
I that this was an ancient eastern custom, which, if we may 
1 believe Savary, still exists . « Vous voyez, Monsieur (says this 
I traveller), que I’usage antique de se parfumer la tete et la 
I barbe*, celebre par ie proph^te Roi, subsiste encore de nos 
jours.” Lettre 12. Savary likewise cites this very ode of 
! Anacreon. Angerianus has not thought the idea inconsistent, 
having introduced it in the following lines . 

Hsec mibi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto, 

Et curas multo delapidare mero. 

Haic mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo 
Assyrio et dulces continuare jocos. 

1 This be my care, to wreathe my brow with flowers, 

To drench my sorrows in the ample bowl ; 

To pour rich perfumes o’er my beard in showers. 

And give full loose to mirth and joy of soul ! 

Sicut unguentum in capite quod descendit In barbam Aaronis 
Pseaume 133.” 
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And thus while all our days are bright. 

Nor time has dimm’d their bloomy light, 

Let us the festal hours beguile 
With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 

And shed from each new bowl of wine 
The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine. 

For Death may come, with brow unpleasant, 
May come, when least we wish him present, 
And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us — drink no more I 
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ODE IX. 

I PEAY thee, bj the gods above. 

Give me the mighty bowl I love, 

And let me sing, in wild delight, 

« I will — I will be mad to-night I ” 

Alcmseon once, as legends tell, 

Was frenzied by the fiends of hell ; 

Orestes too, with naked tread, 

Frantic pac’d the mountain-head ; 

And why ? a murder’d mother’s shade 
Haunted them still where’er they strayed. 

The poet is here in a fremiy of enjoyment, and it is, indeed, 
“ amabilis i nsa n ia ; ” — 

Furor di poesia, 

Di lasclvia, e di vino, 

Triplicato furore, 

Bacco, Apollo, et Amore. 

mtratti del CavaUer Marino* 

This is truly, as Scaliger expresses it. 


Insanire dulce 

Et sapidum fiirere furorem. 
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But ne’er could I a murderer be, 
The grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Yet can I shout, with wild delight, 

“ I will — I will be mad to-night. 

Abides’ self, in days of yore, 
Imbru’d his hands in youthful gore, 
And brandish’d, with a maniac joy, 
The quiver of th’ expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour’d the guiltless held. 
But I, whose hands no weapon ask, 
No armour but this joyous flask ; 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a scatter’d wreath of flow^ers 
Ev’n I can sing with wild delight, 

I will — I will be mad to-night ! 
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ODE X. 

How am I to punish thee, 

For the wrong thou’st done to me, 

Silly swallow, prating thing — 

Shall I clip that wheeling wing ? 

Tliis ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degen 
and from Gail’s index, that the German poet Weisse has 
imitated it, Scherz Lieder. lib. ii. carm. 5. ; that Kamler also 
has ixmtated it, Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. iv. p. 335 , ; and some 
others See Gail de Editionibus. 

We are here referred by Degen to that dull book, the Epistles 
of Alciphron, tenth epistle, third book ; where lophon com- 
plains to Eraston of being wakened by the crowing of a cock, 
from his vision of riches. 

SiUy swailow, prating thing, §-c.] 'T/e loquacity of the 
swallow was proverbiahsed ; thus Is icostratus : — 

Ef TO {Tvvex<>3S Kai rroXKa Kai rax^s XdKuv 
Uv rov <ppoy€iy TrapaaTjpov, a! 

EXeyovr av ijficav (Tcoippopecrrepai ttoXC. 

If in prating from morning till night, 

A sign of our wisdom there be. 

The swallows are wiser by nghl^ 

For they prattle much faster than we. 
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Or, as Tereus did, of old, 

(So tlie fabled tale is told,) 

Shall I tear that tongue awaj, 

Tongue that utter’d such a lay? 

Ah, how thoughtless hast thou been ! 

Long before the dawn was seen, 

When a dream came o’er my mind, 
Picturing her I worship, kind, 

Just when I was nearly blest, 

Loud thy matins broke my rest ! 

Or, as Tereus did, of old, ] Modern poetry has confirmed 
the name of Philomel upon the nightmgale ; but many re- 
spectable authorities among the ancients assigned this meta- 
morphose to Progne, and made Philomel the swallow, as 
Anacreon does here. 



I 


ODES OF AXACREON, 


6S 


j ODE XI. 

j Tell mej gentle youth, I pray thee, 

, What in purchase shall I pay thee 

For this little waxen toy. 

Image of the Paphian boy ? ” 

Thus I said, the other day, 

To a youth who passed my way: 

Sir,” (he answer’d, and the while 
Answer’d all in Doric style,) 

Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

I ‘Twas not I who dared to make it : 

No, believe me, ’twas not I ; 

Oh, it has cost me many a sigh, 

And I can no longer keep 
Little gods, who murder sleep ! ” 

It is difficult to preserve with any grace the narrative sim- 
plicity of this ode, and the humour of the ttrm with which it 
„ concludes. I feel, indeed, that the translation must appear 
vapid, if not ludicrous, to an English reader. 

s And I can no longer Tieep 

g lAttU godsy who murder deep I have not literally rendered 
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“ Here, then, here,’' (I said with joy,) 
Here is silver for the boy : 

He shall be my bosom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast ! ” 


Now, young Love, I have thee mine, 
Warm me with that torch of thine ; 

Make me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt; 

I must bum with warm desire, 

Or thou, my boy — in yonder fire. 

the epithet TravropsKra; if it has any meaning here, it is one, 
perhaps, better omitted. 

I must hum with warm desirp^ 

Or thou, my hoy ^ in yo7ider jfire.] From this Longe- 
pierre conjectures, that, whatever Anacreon might say, he 
felt sometimes the inconveniences of old age, and here solicits 
firom the power of Love a warmth which he could no longer 
expect from Nature. 
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ODE xn. 

They tell how Atys, wild wdth love, 
Roams the mount and haunted grove ; 
Cybele’s name he howls around, 

The gloomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too, by Claros' hallow’d spring, 
The votaries of the laurell’d king 


Tkep tell how Jiys^ wild with love, 

1 Roams the rmunt and haunted grove,'] There are rnaDv 
contradictory stories of the loves of Cybele and Atys. It is 
certain that he was mutilated, but whether by his own fury, 
or C3fbeles jealousy, is a point upon which authors are not 
agreed- 

Cyhelds name he kouls around, ^c. ] I have here adopted the 

accentuation which Elias Andreas gives to Cybele 

In montibus Cybeien 
, Magno sonans boatu. 

^ Oft too, hy Claros' hallowed spring, 8 cc ] This fountain was 
s in a grove, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between Colo- 
phon and Lebedos, in Ionia. The god had. an oracle there. 
ScaUger thus alludes to it m his Anacreoutica- 
f* , Semel ut concitus osstro, 

Veluti qui Clarias aquas 
I' '■ Ebibere loquaces, 

Quo plus canunt, plura volunt. 

F 
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ftualf the inspiring, magic stream, 

And rave in wild, prophetic dream. 

But frenzied dreams are not for me, 

Great Bacchus is my deity ! 

Full of mirth, and full of him, 

While floating odours round me swim, 
While mantling bowls are full supplied, 

And you sit blushing by my side, 

I will be mad and raving too — 

Mad, my girl, with love for you ! 

While floating odours, §‘c.] Spaletti has quite mistaken the 
import of Kopecdm, as applied to the poet’s mistress — “ Med 
fatigatus amicd;” — thus mterpretmg it in a sense which 
must want either delicacy or gallantry ; if not, perhaps, both. 
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I WILL, I will, the conflict's past, 

And 111 consent to love at last. 

Cupid has long, with smiling art, 

Invited me to yield my heart ; 

And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign’d ; 

And so repelFd the tender lure. 

And hop’d my heart -would sleep secure* 


But, slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 

He slung his quiver’s golden frame, 


He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 

And proudly summon’d me to yield. 

Or meet him on the martial field. 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to arms, undaunted, too ; 

j4md what did I unthinMng do 9 

I took to armSy undaunted^ too , ] Longepierre has here quoted 
epigram from the Anthologia, in which the poet assumes 
i JEeason as the armour against Love. 

F 2 
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Assum’d the corslet, shield, and spear, 

And, like Pelides, smil’d at fear. 

Then (hear it, all ye powers above !) 

I fought with Love ! I fought with Love I 

Q,7r?ucrfxai itpos cpcara TTipi crrepvoKrt \oyi(Tp,op, 

Ov^e fj.6 yiKTja-Gij fiovos ewv ^rpos 4va’ 

Qyaros S’ aSamrio crwe'kevffopt.aL' 7 ]y Se 0or}dov 
Bokxov TL piovos TTpos Su eyo) ^vvaixai ; 

With Eeason I cover my breast as a shield, 

And fearlessly meet little Love in the field ; 

Thus fighting his godship, I’ll ne’er be dismay’d ; 

But if Bacchus should ever advance to his aid, 

Alas ’ then, unable to combat the two. 

Unfortunate warrior, what should I do ? 

This idea of the irresistibility of Cupid and Bacchus united, 
is delicately expressed in an Italian poem, which is so truly 
I Anacreontic, that its introduction here may be pardoned. It 
I is an imitation, indeed, of our poet’s sixth ode. 

Lavossi Amore in quel vicmo fiume 
Ove giuro (Pastor) che bevend’ io 
Bevei le fiamme, anzi I’istesso Dio, 

Ch’or con Thumide piume 
Lascivetto mi scherza al cor intorno. 

Ma che sarei s’ io lo bevessi un giorno, 

Bacco, nel tuo liquore? 

Sarei, piu che non sono ebro d’ Amore. 
j The urShin of the bow and quiver 

[ Was iJathing in a neighbouring river. 

Where, as I drank on yester-eve, 

(Shepherd-youth, the tale believe,) 

’Twas not a cooling, crystal draught, 

’Twas liquid fiame I madly quaff’d ; 
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And now Ms arrows all were shed, 

And I had just in terror fled — 

When, heaving an indignant sigh, 

To see me thus unwounded fly, 

And, having now no other dart, 

He shot himself into my heart ! 

My heart — alas the luckless day ! 

Receiv’d the God, and died away. 

Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 

Thy lord at length is forc’d to yield. 

Vain, vain, is every outward care, 

The foe’s within, and triumphs there. 

For Love was in the rippling tide, 

I felt him to my bosom glide ; 

And now the wily, wanton minion 
Plays round my heart with restless pinion. 

A day it was of fatal star. 

But ah, ’twere even more fatal far, 

Bacchus, in thy cup of fire, 

I found this fluttering, young desire : 

Then, then indeed my soul would prove, 

Ev’n more than ever, drunk with love ! 

Andy having now no other darty 

He shot htmelf into mg heart /] Bryden I14S parodied this 
thought in the following extravagant Imes — 

I’m all o’er Love ; 

Nay, I am Love, Love shot, and shot so fast. 

He shot himself into my breast at last. 

F S 
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ODE XIV. 


Count me, on the summer trees, 

Every leaf that courts the breeze ; 

Count me, on the foamy deep, 

Every wave that sinks to sleep ; 

The poet, in this catalogue of his mistresses, means nothing 
more, than, by a lively hyperbole, to inform us, that his heart, 
unfettered by any one object, was warm with devotion towards 
the sex in general. Cowley is indebted to this ode for the 
hint of his ballad, called “ The Chronicle ; ” and the learned 
Menage has imitated it in a Greek Anacreontic, which has so 
much ease and spirit, that the reader may not be displeased at 
seeing it here : — 

npos BinNA. 

Ei aXcrewv ra ^i/AAa, 

AeifJucvLovs re voias, 

"Et uvKTOs aarpa vavraf 
UapaKTiovs re ^apLptovs, 

'AAoy re KVfiar<adif], 

Avvt), Bluv, apiQiieiVf 
'Em rovs efiovs eottiras 
^Avvtj, BiaVf apidjxeLu. 

Kopyjv, yvvaiKo,), XrjpaVf 
'2,fiiKpT,v^ MearifiVf MeyicrrrjVf 
AevKTiy re Km VLeXmvaVf 
OpeiaSas, NaTrmas, 
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Then, when yon have number’d these 
Billowy tides and leafy trees, 

NijpTjtSos T€ Tocras 
"O eras <p^Xos (piXr}(re. 

Tlamaty Kopos /jl€v eerriy, 

Avttip V€ 0 }V ’S.pccrmv, 

AecnroLmy A(ppo^iTr}yy 
Xpvcrw! (caXr]y, ykvKs^ay, 

Epaerptav, TcoSeiin^v, 

Aei povriv ^LKrj<Tai 
Eyooys pr} dovcuprip^ 

Tell the foliage of the woods. 

Tell the billows of the floods. 

Number midnight’s starrj* store. 

And the sands that crowd the shot e. 

Then, my Bion, thou mayst count 
Of my loves the vast amount. 

Pve been losing, all my days, 

IVIany nymphs, in many wa>s. 

Virgin, widow, maid, and wife — 

X’ve been doting all my life 
Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains, 
Goddesses of groves and mountains, 

Fair and sable, great and small, 

Yes, I swear I’ve lov’d them all ' 

Soon was every passion over, 

I was but the moment’s lover ; 

Oh ^ Tm such a roving elf^ 

That the Queen of Love herself, 

Though she practis’d aU her wdes. 

Rosy blushes, wreatlied smiles. 

All her beauty’s proud endeavour 
Could not chain my heart for ever, 

F 4 
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I Count me all the flames I prove, 

All the gentle nymphs I love. 

I First, of pure Athenian maids 

! Sporting in their olive shades, 

I You may reckon just a score, 

I Nay, 111 grant you fifteen more. 

i 

' Count niOi on the summer trees, 

i Every leaf, §*c.] This figure is called, by rhetoricians, the 
I Impossible (ativvarov), and is very frequently made use of in 
j poetry. The amatory writers have exhausted a world of 
I imagery by it, to express the infinite number of kisses which 
I they require from the lips of their mistresses . m this Catullus 
, led the way. 

I — Quam sidera multa, cum tacet nox, 

j Furtivos hominum vident amores ; 

J Tam te basia multa basiare 

Vesano satis, et super, Catiillo est • 

Qu® nec pernumerare curiosi 

; Possint, nec mala fascinare lingua. Cariu. 7. 

As many stellar eyes of light, 

As through the silent waste of night, 

1 Gazing upon this world of shade, 

Witness some secret youth and maid. 

Who feir as thou, and fond as I, 

In stolen joys enamour’d lie, — 

So many pisses, ere I slumber, 

Upon those dew-bright lips I’ll number ; 

So many kisses we shall count, 

Envy can never tell tlie* amount. 

No tongue shall blab the sum, but mine ; 

No lips shall fascinate, but thine ! 
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In the famVl Corinthian grove. 

Where such countless wantons rove, 

Chains of beauties may be found, 

Chains, by which my heart is bound ; 

There, indeed, are nymphs divine, 

Dangerous to a soul like mine. 

Many bloom in Lesbos’ isle ; 

Many in Ionia smile ; 

•' i 

Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast; j 

Curia too contains a liost. 

Sum them ail — of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there. 

I 

J In the fam^d Corinthian grove^ 

Where such countless wantons rovCf ] Corinth was very 
. famous for the beauty and number of its courtezans Venus 
was the deity prmcipally worshipped by the people, and their 
constant prayer was, that the gods should increase the number 
of her worshippers. We may perceive jfrom the application 
of the verb KopLvdiaQeLv, in Aristophanes, that the lubricity of 
the Corinthians had become proverbial. 

There, indeed, are nymphs divine, 

, Dangerous to a soul like ‘^n^ne /] With justice has the poet 
attributed beauty to the women of Greece.” — Degen. 

M. de Pauw, the author of Dissertations t^pon the Greeks, 
is of a different opinion ; he thinks, that by a capricious par- 
tiality of nature, the other sex had all the beauty ; and by this 
j supposition endeavours to account for a very singular deprav- 
! ation of instinct among that people. 
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What, you stare ? I pray you, peace I 
More I’ll find before I cease. 

Have I told you ail my flames, 

’Mong the amorous Syrian dames ? 

Have I numbered every one, 

Glovdng under Egypt’s sun ? 

Or the nymphs, who blushing sweet 
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete ; 

Where the God, with festal play, 

Holds eternal holiday ? 

Still in clusters, still remain 
Gades’ warm, desiring train ; 

Gades^ warm, desiring train ;] The Gaditanian girls werii 
like tbe Baladi^res of India, whose dances are thus described 
by a French author : “ Les danses sont presque toutes des pan- 
tomimes d’amourj le plan, ie dessein, les attitudes, les me- 
sures, les sons et les cadences de ces ballets, tout respire cette 
passion et en exprime les voluptes et les fureurs ” — Histoire 
du Commerce des Europ. dans les dense Xndes. Maynal. 

The music of the Gaditanian females had aU the volup- 
tuous character of their dancing, as appears firom Mar- 
tial • — 

Canticairqui Nili, qui Gaditana susurrat. 

Lib. iii. epig. 63. 

Lodovico Ariosto had this ode of our bard in his mind, 
when he wrote his poem “ De diversis amoribus ” See the 
Anthologia Italorum. 
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Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore ; 
These, and many far remov’d. 
All are loving — all are lov’d ! 
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ODE XV. 

Tell me, why, my sweetest dove, 

Thus your humid pinions move, 

Shedding through the air in showers 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 

The dove of Anacreon, bearing a letter from the poet to 
bis mistress, is met by a stranger, with whom this dialogue is 
imagined. 

The ancients made use of letter-carrying pigeons, when 
they went any distance from home, as the most certain means 
of conveying intelligence back That tender domestic at- 
tachment, which attracts this delicate httle bird through every 
danger and difficulty, till it settles m its native nest, affords 
to the author of « The Pleasures of Memory ” a fine and in- 
teresting exemphfication of his subject 
I Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 

j The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love? 

j See the poem. Daniel Heinsius, in speaking of Dousa, who 
adopted this method at the siege of Leyden, expresses a 
similar sentiment. 

Quo patrias non tendit amor ? Mandata referre 
PostquaiS hominem nequiit mittere, misit avem. 

Fuller tells us, that at the siege of Jerusalem, the Christians 
intercepted a letter, tied to the legs of a dove, in which the 

Persian Emperor promised assistance to the besieged Holy 

War, cap. 24. book i 
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Tell me whither, whence you rove. 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove. 


Curious stranger, I belong 
To the bard of Teian song; 

With his mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of azure eye; — 

She, whose eye has madden’d many. 
But the poet more than any. 

Venus, for a hymn of love, 

Wai'bled in her votive grove, 


Sket whose eye has madden d many, §*c.] For rvpauvou, in the 
original. Zeune and Schneider conjecture that we should read 
irvpavvov, in allusion to the strong influence which this object 
of his love held over the mind of Polycrates. See Degen. 

Venus, for a hymn of love, 

Warhled in her totite prove, §*c.] “ This passage is invalu- 

able, and I do not think that any thing so beautiful or so 
delicate has ever been said. What an idea does it gi\ e of the 
poetry of the man, from whom Venus herself, the mother of 
the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases a little hymn with 
one of her favourite doves — Longepierre. 

De Pauw obj'ects to the authenticity of this, ode, because it 
makes Anacreon his own panegyrist ; but poets have a licence 
for praising themsebes which, with some indeed, may be 
considered as comprised under their general privilege of fic- 
tion. 
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(’Twas in sooth a gentle lay,) 
Gave me to the bard away. 

See me now his faithful minion, — 
Thus with softly-gliding pinion, 

To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the air. 
Oft he blandly whispers me, 

“ Soon, my bird, Til set you free.” 
But in vain he’ll bid me fly, 

I shall serve him till I die. 

Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain, 
O’er the plains, or in the dell, 

On the mountain’s savage swell, 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 

Now I lead a life of ease, 

Far from rugged haunts like these. 
From Anacreon’s hand I eat 
Food delicious, viands sweet ; 
Flutter o’er his goblet’s brim, 

Sip the foamy wine with him. 
Then, when I have wanton’d round 
To his lyre’s beguiling sound ; 
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Or with geiitij-moving wings 
Fanned the minstrel while he sings : 
Oil his harp I sink in slumbers, 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers I 

This is all — away — a’way — 

You have made me waste the day. 
How T\e chatter’d I prating crow 
Isever yet did chatter so. 
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ODE XVL 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse, 

Best of painters, come portray 
The lovely maid that's far away. 

This ode and the next may be called companion-pictures ; 
they are highly finished, and give us an excellent idea of the 
taste of the ancients in beauty. Franciscus Junius quotes 
them m his third book De Picture Veterum.” 

This ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuliano Gose- 
lini, &c. &c. Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacreontica 

Oiim lepore blando, 

Litis versibus 
Candidus Anacreon 
Quam pingeret amicus 
Descripsit Venerem suam. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 

Attun’d his sweet descriptive lays, 

And taught the painter’s hand to trace 
His fair beloved’s every grace. 

In the dialogi^ of Caspar Barlajus, entitled “ An forraosa 
sit ducenda,” the reader xvill find many curious ideas and de- 
scriptions of womanly beauty. 

Thou^ whose soft arid rosy hues 

Mimic form and soul i7ifuse,’\ I have followed here the reading 
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Far awaj’-, my soul ! tbou art. 

But IVe tby beauties all by heart 
Paint her jetty ringlets playing, 

Silky locks, like tendrils straying ; 

of tlie Vatican 3IS Painting is called “ the rosy art,” 

either in reference to colouring, or as an indefinite epithet of 
excellence, firom the association of beauty "with that flower. 
Sal ini has adopted tliis reading in his literal translation . — 
Della rosea arte signore. 

T/(e hiehj maid that's far away."^ If this portrait of the 
poet’s mistress be not merely ideal, the omission of her name 
is much to be regretted. IMeleager, in an epigram on Ana- 
creon, mentions “ the golden Eurypyle ” as his mistress. 

B€§K7]Kcas xpvcr^W ew* EvpwrvhTjv. 

Faint her jetty ringlets flaying^ 

Silky loch, like tendrils straging;"] The ancients have been 
very enthusiastic in their praises of the beauty of hair. Apu- 
leius, in the second book of his Milesiacs, says, that Venus 
herself, if she were bald, though surrounded by the Graces 
and the Loves, could not he pleasing even to her husband 
Vulcan. 

Stesichorus gave the epithet /raAAiirXofcajctos to the Graces, 
and Simonides bestowed the same upon the Muses See 
Hadrian Jumus’s Dissertation upon Hair. 

To this passage of our poet, Selden alluded in a note on 
the Polyolbion of Drayton, Song the Second, vhere observing, 
that the epithet “ black-haired” was given by some of the 
ancients to the goddess Tsis, he says, « Nor will I swear 
but that Anacreon fa man very judicious in the provoking 
motives of wanton love), intending to bestow on his sweet 


VOI, I. 


G 
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And, if painting hatli the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, 
Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresses! curly how 
Darkles o’er the brow of snow, 
Let her feyehead beam to light, 
Burnish’d as the ivory bright. 
Let her eyebrows smoothly rise 
In jetty arches o’er her eyes, 
Each, a crescent gently gliding, 
Just commingling, just dividing. 


But, hast thou any sparkles warm, 
The lightning of her eyes to form ? 
Let them effuse the azure rays 
That in Minerva’s glances blaze, 


mistress that one of the titles of woman’s special ornament, 
well-haired (/coXXiTrXo/ca^os), thought of this when he gave his 
painter direction to make her black-haired ” 

And, if painting hath the shll 

To Tuake the spicy halm distil, ^•c.] Thus Philostratus, speak- 
ing of a picture . erraivca Kat rov evhpocrov rosv podiap, Kai <p7]pi 
yejpa<p6ai aura fiera rrjs ocrp.7}S, “ I admire the dewiness of 
these roses, and could say that their very smell was painted.’ 
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infix'd with the liquid light that lies 
In Cytherea’s languid eyes. 

O’er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and soften’d red ; 

Mingling tints, as ,when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 

with the liquid light that lies 

In Cgtherea’s languid eges,l Marchetti explains thus the 
Ir/pQ}/ of the original — 

Bipingili umidetti 
Tremuli e lascivetti, 

Quai gli ha Ciprigna Talma Dea d’Amore. 

Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida : — 

Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un rise 
Negli umidi occhi tremulo e lascivo. 

Withm her humid, melting eyes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lies, 

SojR: as the broken solar beam, 

That trembles in the azure stream. 

The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, which 
Anacreon requires the painter to infuse into the eyes of his 
mistress, is more amply described in the subsequent ode. Both 
dc?scriptions are so exquisitely touched, that the artist must 
have been great indeed, if he did not yield in painting to the 
poet. 

Mingling tints, as when there glows 

In snowg milk the bashful rose. ] Thus Propertius, eleg, 3. 
lib. ii. 

Utque rosae puro lacte natant folia. 

G 2 
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Then her lip, so rich in blisses. 

Sweet petitioner for kisses, 

Rosy nest, where lui'ks Persuasion, 

Mutely courting Love’s invasion. 

Next, beneath the velvet chin, 

Whose dimple hides a Love within, 

And Davenant, in a little poem called “ The Mistress,” 

Catch as it falls the Scythian snow, 

Bring blushing roses steep’d in milk. 

Thus too Taygetus : — 

Q,u« lac atque rosas vincis candore rubentl 
These last words may perhaps defend the “flushing white” of 
the translation. 

Thm her Zajp, so rich in blisses, 

Sweet petitioner f(yr A^ssesJ] The “lip, provoking kisses,” in 
the original, is a strong and beautiful expression. Achilles 
Tatius speaks of xeiXiy fiaXdaKa Trpos ra (piATj/nara, “ Lips soft 
and delicate for kissing.” A grave old commentator, Dio- 
nysius Lambinus, in his notes upon Lucretius, tells us with 
the apparent authority of experience, that “ Suavius viros oscu- 
lantur puellse labiosse, quam quaa sunt brevibus labris.” And 
.dEneas Sylvius, in his tedious iminteresting story of the loves 
of Euryalus and Lucretia, where he particularises the beauties 
of the heroine (in a very false and laboured style of latinity), 
describes her li^s thus . — “ Os parvum decensque, labia coral- 
lini coloris ad morsum aptissima.” — Epist. 114. lib. i 

iVearf, beneath the velvet chin. 

Whose dimple hides a Love within, ^c.] Madame Dacier has 
quoted here two pretty lines of Varro : — 
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Mould lier neck with grace descending, 

In a heaven of beauty ending ; 

While countless charms, above, below, 

Sport and flutter round its snow. 

Now let a floating, lucid veil, 

Shadow her form, but not conceal ; 

A charm may peep, a hue may beam. 

And leave the rest to Fancy’s dream. 
Enough — ’tis she I ’tis all I seek ; 

It glows, it lives, it soon will speak ! 

< Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 

1 Vestigio demonstrant molhtudinem 

j In her chin is a delicate dimple. 

By Cupid’s own linger imprest ; 

, There Beauty, bewitchingly simple, 

Has chosen her innocent nest. 

Nbze let a jloaiing, lucid veil^ 

Shadow her form, hut not conceal, §*c ] This delicate art of 
description, which leaves imagination to complete the picture, 
has been seldom adopted in the imitations of this beautiful 
\ poem Ronsard is exceptionably minute ; and Politianus, in his 
[ charming portrait of a girl, full of rich and exquisite diction, 
i has lifted the veil rather too much. The “ questo che tu m* 

, intendi” should be always left to fancy. ^ 
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ODE XVII. 

And now with all thy pencil’s truth, 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 

Let his hair, in masses bright, 

Fall like floating rays of light ; 

And there the raven’s die confuse 
With the golden sunbeam’s hues. 
Let no wreath, with artful twine, 
The flowing of his locks confine ; 


The reader, who wishes to acquire an accurate idea of the 
judgment of the ancients in beauty, will be indulged by con- 
sulting Junius de Picture Veterum, lib. 3. cap. 9 , where he 
will find a very curious selection of descriptions and epithets 
of personal perfections. Junius compares this ode with a 
description of Theodoric, ting of the Goths, in the second 
epistle first book, of Sidonius ApolHnaris. 

Let his hair, in masses 'bright. 

Fan like floating rays of light , ^rc.] He here describes the 
sunny hair, the- “flava coma,” which the ancients so much 
admired. The Romans gave this colour artificially to their 
hair. See Stanisl. Kobienzyck. de Luxu Eomanorum. 

Let no wreath, with artful twine, §•(?.] If the original here, 
which is particularly beautiful, can admit of any additional value. 
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. But leave them loose to every breeze, 

i To take what shape and course they please. 

' Beneath the forehead, fair as snow, 

I But flush’d with manhood’s early glow, 

And guileless as the dews of dawn, 

Let the majetotic brows be drawn, 

i 

I Of ebon hue, enrich'd by gold, 

Such as dark, shining <nakes unfold. 

I Mix in his eyes the power alike, 

With love to ^vin, with awe to strike ; 

that value is conferred by Gray’s admiration of it. See his 
letters to West. 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the description 
I of Photis’s hair in Apuleius ; but nothing can be more distant 
I from the simplicity of our poet’s manner, than that affectation 
j of richness which distinguishes the style of Apuleius. 

But flushed with manhood^ s early glow. 

And guileless as the dews of dawn, Ire**] Torrentius, upon 
the words "insignem tenui fi*onte,”in Horace, Od. 3S., lib. 1., 
is of opinion, incorrectly, I think, that “tenui” here bears the 
same meaning as the word airaXov, 

Mix in his eyes the power alike, 

With love to win, with awe to strike ; §c.] Tasso gives a 
similar rharacter to the eyes of Clorinda : — - 

X»ampeggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli sguardi 
Dolci ne I’ira. 

Her eyes were flashing with a heavenly heat, 

A fire that, even in anger, still was sweet. 

G 4* 
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Borrow from Mars his look of ire. 
From Venus her soft glance of fire ; 
Blend them in such expression here, 
That we by turns may hope and fear ! 


Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his cheek ; 

And there, if art so far can go, 

Th’ ingenuous blush of boyhood show. 

The poetess Veronica Cambara is more diffuse upon this 
variety of expression . — 

Ocehi lucenti e belli, 

Come esser puo ch’ m un medesmos^stante 
Nascan de voi si nuove forme et tante? 

Lieti, mesti, superbi, hurail’, altieri, 

Vi mostrate in un punto, onde di speme, 

Et di timor, de empiete, &c &c. 

Oh f tell me, brightly-beammg eye. 

Whence in your little orbit lie 
So many different traits of fire, 

Expressing each a new desire. 

Now with pride or scorn you darkle, 

Now with love, with gladness, sparkle, 

While we who view the varying mirror, 

FeeCby turns both hope and terror 
Chevreau, citing the lines of our poet, in his critique on the 
poems of Malherbe, produces a Latin version of them from a 
manuscript which he had seen, entitled “Joan. Falconis Ana- 
creontici Lusus.” 
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{ 

While, for bis moutli — but no, — in vain 
, Would words its witching charm, explain. 

) Make it the very seat, the throne, 

^ That Eloquence would claim her own ; 

! And let the lips, though silent, wear 

< A life-look, as if words were there. 

! 

Next thou his ivory neck must trace, 

Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 

Fair as the neck of Paphia's boy, 

I Where Paphia’s arms have hung in joy. 

Hiat Eloquence would claim her own ,] In the original, as in 
. the preceding ode, Pitho, the goddess of persuasion, or elo- 
, quence. It was worthy of the delicate imagination of the 
' Greeks to deify Persuasion, and give her the lips for her 
j throne. We are here reminded of a very interesting fragment 
, of Anacreon, preserved by the scholiast upon Pindar, and sup- 
1 posed to belong to a poem reflecting with some seventy on 
i Simonides, who was the first, we are told, that ever made a 
j hireling of his muse : — ■ 

j Oi/B’ ap'yiiper} ttot* eAa/t7|/e TleiBos. 

i Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone 

j In silver splendours, not her orn. 

I And Ut the Ups, though nlent, wear 

, A life-look, as if words were there.] In the original KaXojv 
I cioTTri. The mistress of Petrarch “parlacon silenzio,” which is 
! perhaps the best method of female eloquence 
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Give him the winged Hermes’ hand, 

With which he waves his snaky wand ; 

Let Bacchus the broad chest supply, 

And Leda’s son the sinewy thigh ; 

While, through his whole transparent frame, 
Thou show’st the stirrings of that dame, 
Which kindles, when the first love-sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why. 


But sure thy pencil, though so bright, 

Is envious of the eye’s delight, 

Or its enamour’d touch would show 
The shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 

Which now in veiling shadow lies, 

Remov’d from all but Fancy’s eyes. 

Gwe him the winffed Hermes^ hand, §•<?.] In Shakspeare*s 
Cymbeline there is a similar method of description — 

this is his hand, 

His foot mercurial, his martial thigh, 

The brawns of Hercules. 

We find it likewjise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that the 
hands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account of the 
graceful gestures which were supposed to characterise the god 
of eloquence; hut Mercury was also the patron of thieves, and 
may perhaps be praised as a light-fingered deity. 



ODES OF AXACREOis. 


91 


N0W5 for his feet — but hold — forbear — 

I see the sun-god’s portrait there ; 

Why paint Bathjlius? when, in truth, 

There, in that god, thou’st sketch’d the youth. 
Enough — let this bright form be mine, 

And send the boy to Samos’ shrine ; 

Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 

Bathyllus then, the deity I 


But hold — forbear — 

I see the sun-god s portrait there ,] The abrupt turn here it> 
spirited, but requires some explanation While the artist is 
pursuing the portrait of Bathjlius, Anacreon, we must sup- 
pose, turns round and sees a picture of Apollo, which was in- 
tended for an altar at Samos. He then instantly tells the painter 
to cease his work ; that this picture will serve for Bathyllus ; 
and that, when he goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo of 
the portrait of the boy which he had begun 

« Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be more ele- 
gantly praised, and this one passage does him more honour 
than the statue, however beautiful it might be, which Poly- * 
crates raised to him.” 
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ODE XVIII. 

Now the star of day is high, 
nay girls, in pity fly, 

Bring me wine in brimming urns. 
Cool my lip, it burns, it burns ! 
Sunn’d by the meridian fire, 

Panting, languid I expire. 

Give me all those humid flowers, 
Drop them o’er my brow in showers. 


An elegant translation of this ode, says Degen, may be 
found in Ramler’s Dyr. Blumenlese, lib, v p. 403. 

Bring me wine in ’brimming ums, ^c.] Ong. meiv afWffTi, 
The amystis was a method of drinking used among the Thra- 
cians. Thus Horace, “ Threicia vincat amystide.” Mad. 
Dacier, Longepierre, &c. &c 

Parrbasius, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Thesaur. Critic 
voL i ), explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
without drawiag^reath, “ uno haustu.” A note in the margin 
of this epistle of Parrhasius says, <*Politianus vestem esse 
putabat,” but adds no reference 

Give me dll those humid flowers, §'c.] According to the 
original reading of this line, the poet says, “ Give me the flower 
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Scarce a breathing chaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow ; 
Every dewy rose I vrear 
Sheds its tears, and withers there. 


! of wine ” — Date Sosciilos Lyaei, as it is in the version of Elias 
Andreas; and 

Deh porgetinii del fiore 
Di quel almo e buon liquore, 

1 as Regnier has it, who supports the reading. The word Ayffos 
would undoubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat 
I similar to its import in the epigram of Simonides upon* 
i Sophocles — 

i Ecr€e(r67}s yepaie '!S,o<poKK€ss, avBos aoidcav, 

and flos in the Latin is frequently applied in the same manner 
— thus Cethegus is called by Ennius, Flos inlibatus populi, 
suadaeque medulla, ‘‘The immaculate flower of the people, 
and the very marrow of persuasion.” See these verses cited 
by Aulus Gellius, lib xii., which Cicero praised, and Seneca 
thought ridiculous. 

But in the passage before us, if we admit cKeivay, according 
to Faber’s conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, without 
having recourse to such refinements. 

Every dew^ rose 1 wear 

Sheds its tears f and withers there.'] There are some beau- 
tiful lines, by Angerianus, upon a garland, which I cannot 
resist quoting here ; — 

Ante fores madidae sic sic pendete corollae. 

Mane orto imponet Caalia vos capiti ; 

At quum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor, 

Dicite, non roris sed pluvia haec lacrimae. 
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But to you, my burning heart, 

Wliat can now relief impart ? 

Can brimming bowl, or flowrefs dew, 

Cool the flame that scorches you ? 

By Celia’s arbour all the night 

Hang, humid wreath, the lover’s vow ; 

And haply, at the morning light. 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 

Then, if upon her bosom bright 

Some drops of dew shall fall horn thee, 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 

But tears of sorrow shed by me I 
In the poem of Mr. Sheridan’s, “ Uncouth is this moss- 
covered grotto of stone,” there is an idea very singularly coin- 
cident with this of Angerianus : — 

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may’st preserve 
Some Imgering drops of the night-fallen dew ; 

Let them &11 on her bosom of snow, and they’ll serve 
As tears of my sorrow entrusted to you. 

Blit to yoUf my huminy heart, §*0.] The transition here is 
peculiarly delicate and impassioned; but the commentators 
have perplexed the sentiment by a variety of readmgs and 
conjectures- 
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ODE XIX. 

Here recline youj gentle maid, 
Sweet is this embowering shade ; 
Sweet the young, the modest trees. 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 


t The description of this bower is so natural and animated, 
that we almost feel a degree of coolness and freshness while 
we peruse it. Longepierre has quoted from the first book of 
the Anthologia, the following epigram, as somewhat resem- 
bling this ode : — 

EpX^o KaL Kar" ejuav t^ev Tirvv, a to fieKtxpov 
Upos fJLaXaKOvs Tjxet K6K\ip.€va (e<pvpovs, 

HwSe Kat Kpavpiffixa fneKicrrayes, evda /xeMadtav 
‘Kdvy €p7}pmiois inrvoy ayca KoXafWLs. 

Come, sit by the shadowy pine 
That covers my sylvan retreat ; 

And see how the branches incline 
The breathing of zephyr to meet. 

See the fountain, that, flowing, diffuses 
Around me a glittering spray ; ** 

By its brink, as the traveller muses, 

I soothe him to sleep with my lay 

Here recline you, gentle mxiid, I’c.] The Vatican MS. reads 
3a0uAAov, which renders the whole poem metaphorical Some 
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Sweet the little founts that weep, 

Lulling soft the mind to sleep ; 

Hark ! they whisper as they roll, 

Calm persuasion to the soul ; 

Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of bliss ? 

Who, my girl, would pass it by ? 

Surely neither you nor I. 

commentator suggests tlie reading of ^a6vXXov, which makes 
a pun upon the name ; a grace that Plato himself has con- 
descended to in writing of his hoy Ao-rnp. See the epigram 
of this philosopher, which I quote on the twenty-second ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, preserved in 
JAertius, which turns upon the same word. 

Ao'ttjp TTpiv fiey eXapiires evi (aoicnv ems, 

Nyy Se ^amu Xa/jLirsis effitepos ev <pdifj.evois. 

In life thou wert my morning star. 

But now that death has stol’n thy light, 

Alas ! thou shinest dim and far, 

Like the pale beam that weeps at night 

In the Veneres Blyenburgicae, under the head of “ Allu- 
siones,” we find a number of such frigid conceits upon names, 
selected from the poets of the middle ages. 

WTtOt my girl, would pass it hy ^ 

Surely neiike^you nor /.] The finish given to the picture 
by this simple Exclamation ns av ovv dptau rrapeXdoi, is in- 
imitable. Yet a French translator says on the passage, “ This 
conclusion appeared to me too tiifling after such a description, 
and I thought proper to add somewhat to the strength of the 
original.” 
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ODE XX. 

One day the Muses twin’d the hands ^ 

Of infant Love with flow’ry bands ; j 

And to celestial Beautv uave ^ 

“ I 

The captive infant for her slave, I 

i 

The poet appeal's, in this graceful allegory, to describe the 
‘Softening inil iiuiiee ti hich poetry holds o\ er the mind, in making j 

it peculiarly susceptible to the impressions of beauty In the | 
foiloiring epigram, however, by the philosopher Plato, (Biog. 
Laert. lib. S. j the Muses are represented as disavowing the 
influence of Lo'^e. 

*A KvTTpLS ’Movcraio'Lj icopacria, ray A4>poSiray 
Ti/iar’, 7} roy "Epccra hjxpuv e<pOTrAicrofiai. 

Ai Movaai iron Kmrpiy, Apet ra crrm/ivXa ravra’ 

ou verarai rovro ro vaitapioy. I 

“ Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids ; ” 

Thus to the Muses spoke the Queen of Charms — 1 

“ Or Ijove shall flutter through your classic shades. 

And make your grove the camp of Paphian arms * ” 

“ No,” said the virgins of the tuneful bower. 

We scorn thine own and all thy urchin’s -art ; 

Though Mars has trembled at the infant’s power, 

His shaft is pointless o’er a Muse’s heart I ” 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the thought of which 
was suggested by this ode. 


H 
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His mother comes, Trith many a toy, 
To ransom her beloved boy ; 


Scherzava dentro all’ auree chiome Amore 
Deli’ aima donna della \ita mia: 

E tanta era il placer ch’ ei ne sentia, 

Che non sapea, ne \olea uscirne fore. 

Q,iiando eeco i\i annodar si sente il core, 

Si, che per forza ancor con\ien che stia : 

Tai lacci alta beltate orditi avia 

Del crespo crin, per farsi eterno onore. 

Onde offre infin dal eiel degna mercede, 

A chi scioglie il figliuol la bella dea 
Da tanti nodi, in ch’ ella stretto il vede. 

^ Ma ei vinto a due occhi 1’ arrae cede • 

I Et t’ affatichi indarno, Citerea ; 

i Che s’ altri ’1 scioglie, egli a legar si riede. 

Lo%'e, wandering through the golden maze 
Of mj belo\ ed’s hair, 

Found, at each step, such sweet delays, 

, That rapt he linger’d there. 

’ And how, indeed, was Love to fly, 

Or how his freedom find, 

When every ringlet was a tie, 

A chain, by Beauty twin’d. 

In vain to seek her boy’s release, 

Conwis Tenus from above ; 

Fond mother, let thy efforts cease, 

’ Love’s now the slave of Love. 

And, should we loose his golden chain, 

, The prisoner would return again ! 
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His motlier sues, but all in vain, — 

He ne'er vill leave Ms chains again. 
Even should they take his chains away, 
The little captive still would stay. 

If this,” he cries, a bondage be. 

Oh, who could V ish for liberty ? ” 


Sh mother uiih tua.y a toy, 

To rausjm htr Woitd hoy, | c ] In the iiist irlyl of I\Ios- 
CLas, Wnus tLub prochi*ji.Jis the i ard for hei fugiti\ e child — 

'O iLavvras jepai ef€i, 

MirBos rof, to tpiXapa to Kv7r/)-.Sos* riif 5’, ayayrjs vw 
Ou yvp/QP TO <piXay(t, rv d\ a kcu TvXeov 4 ^€is, 

On him, who the haunts of my Cupid can show, 

A kiss of tlie tenderest stamp I’Ji bestow ; 

But he, who can bring back the urchm in chains, 

Shall receive eien something moie sweet for his pains 

Subjoined to this ode, w^e find in the Vatican MS. the fol- 
lowing Imes, which appear to me to boast as little sense as 
metre, and which are most probably the interpolation of the 
transcriber : — 

B.ovp.eX7}s AvoKpem 
HSi;/x€A-) 7 s i2a7r<^w 
liivdapuKov TO Se yoi jxeXos 
'^vyfcepacras ns €7x601 
Ta Tpia ravra poi Soksi 
Koi Alovvotos eicreXdwy 
Kaz Ilcs^n? Trapaxpoas 
Kai avros Epcos Kav 


11 i 
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ODE XXI. 

Observe when mother earth is drjy 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 

And then the dewy cordial gives 
To ev'ry thirsty plant that lives. 

Those critics who have endeavoured to throw the chains of 
precision over the spirit of this beautiful trifle, require too 
much from Anacreontic philosophy. Among others, Gail 
very sapiently thmks that the poet uses the epithet (JLsXaivTi^ 
because black earth absorbs moisture more quickly than any 
other ; and accordmgly he indulges us with an experimental 
disquisition on the subject. — See Gail’s notes 

One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode, in an epitaph on 
a drunkard : — 

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus 
Sic tellus pluvias sole perusta bibit. 

Sic bibit assidue fontes et flumina Pontus, 

Sic semper sitieiis Sol mark haurit aquas. 

Ne te igitur jactes plus me, Silene, bibisse ; 

Et mihi da victas tu quoque, Bacche, maniis. 

# Hippolytus Capilupus. 

While life was mine, the little hour 
In drinking still un-^aried flew; 

I drank as earth imbibes the shower, 

Or as the rainbow drinks the dew ; 
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' Tlie vapours, which at evening weep, 

I Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 

’ And when the rosy sun appears, 

’ He drinks the ocean’s misty tears. 

The moon too quaffs her paly stream 
Of lustre, from the solar beam. 

' Then, hence with all your sober thinking ! 

, Since K attire's holy law is drinking ; 

ril make the lavs of nature mine, 

And pledge the universe in wine. 

! 

' As ocenn quaffs the ri\ers up, 

Or flushing sun inhales the sea 
Silenus trembled at my cup. 

And Bacchus was outdone by me ! 

^ I cannot omit citing those remarkable Imes of Shakspeare, 
^ where the thoughts of the ode before us are preserved with 
I such sinking simihtude : 

I’ll example you with thievery. 

The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction 
JRobs the \ast sea The moon’s an arrant thiej^ 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun. 

The sea’s a thief^ whose liquid surge resohes 
The mounds into salt tears. The earth’s a thief, 

Tliat feeds, and breeds by a composture st_,d’n 
From general excrements. 


Timmi of AthenSf act iv. sc. 0. 
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ODE xm 

The Phrj'gian rock, that braves the storm, 

' Was once a weeping matron’s form ; 

And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 

, Is now a swallow in the shade- 

— g wei^vg matrmCs > 1 Niobe. — Ogih ie, in bis Essay 

i on the Lyrie Poetry of the Ancients, in remarking upon the 
j Odes of Anacreon, says, “ In some of his pieces there is exu- 
I beranec and even wildness of imagination ; in that particularly, 
, which is addressed to a young girl, where he wishes alternately 
! to be transformed to a mirror, a coat, a stream, a bracelet, and 
a pair of shoes, for the different purposes which he recites ; 
1 this is mere sport and wantonness.” 

- It is the wantonness, however, of a very graceful Muse ; 
f « ludit amabiliter ” The compliment of this ode is exquisitely 

, delicate, and so singular for the period in which Anacreon 

' lived, when the scale of love had not yet been graduated into 

! all its httle progressive refinements, that if we were inclined 

i to question the authenticity of the poem, we should find a 

! much more plausible argument m the features of modern gal- 

j lantry which it bears, tlijin in any of those fastidious conjec- 

I tures upon which some commentators ha\ e presumed so far. 

, Began thinks it spurious, and Be Paiiw pronounces it to be 

I miserable. Longepierre and Barnes refer us to se% eral imita- 

I tions of this ode, from which I shall only select the following 

j epigram of Bionysius : — 



ODES OF AITACREON. 


103 


Oil ! that a mirror’s foi-m ^ere mine. 
That I might catch that smile divine ; 
And like my own fond fancy be, 
ReSecting thee, and only thee ; 


Eld* ave/uos 7 €yourjv, (Tj 5e ys (rreixovcra Trap* avyas, | 

’XrTjOea yvavoj^rais, Kai fie TTveavra Xa€oLS^ ! 

^ EiBe podop yevGii-qv xyKOTropfUtpoVy O0pa fie %e/3£riV 

Apa^evn), fcauuO'ais crreBecri ^ioi^eois. j 

Ei^e Kpiuou yevofi-qv XevKoxpoov, otppa ue 

ApaueuTf, p.a?>X.0y cVtS hQpeGTjs. ‘ 

I wish I could like Zcfplnr steal I 

To wanton o’er thy mazy vest ; ! 

And thou V ouldst ope thy bosom-veil, I 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 

I wish I might a rose-bud grow, 

And thou wouldst cull me from the bower, 

To place me on that breast of snow. 

IVlieie I should oloom, a wintry flower. 

I wish I %vere the lilv’s lea^ 

To fade upon that bosom warm ; 

Content to wither, pale and biief, ^ 

The trophy of thy fairer form ’ ? 

, I may add, that Plato has expressed as fanciful a wish in a 
! distich preserved by Laertius 

Aarepas eiiraBpeis, Atjrrfp efios. ei9e yevoiUTfv 
Ovpayos, u)S ?roAAoiS Ofifiacriv eis ere ^Xeva, 

TO STELXA 

Why dost thou gaze upon the sky ? 

, Oh ! that I were that spangled sphere. 

And every star should be an eye, 
i To wonder on thy beauties here I 
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1 Or could I be tbe robe wbicli holds 

i 

j That graceful form within its folds ; 

I Or, turn’d into a fountain, lare 

i Thy beauties in my circling wave. 

Would I were perfume for thy hair, 

‘ To breathe my soul in fragrance there ; 

‘ Or, better still, the zone, that lies 

Close to thy breast, and feels its sighs. 

^ Or ev’n those envious pearls that show 

i So faintly round that neck of snow — 

i . 

* Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosopher, to 
I justify himself for his %’erses on Critias and Charinus. See 
, his Apology, where he also adduces the example of Anacreon ; 

“ Fecere tamen et alii talia, et si vos ignoratis, apud Grascos 
I Teius quidam, &c Ac ” 

I Or, tetter still, the zone, that lies 

I Close to thj hreast, and feels its sighs '] This ramT) was 
j a riband, or band* called by the Romans fascia and strophium, 

1 which the women wore for the purpose of restraining the 

* exuberance of the bosom. Vide Polluc. Onomast Thus 
j Martial - — 

, Fascia creseentes dominse compesce papillas. 

I Ihe women of Greece not only wore this 2one, but eon- 
I demned themselves to fasting, and made use of certain drugs 
j and powders forlihe same purpose To these expedients they 
were compelled, in consequence of their inelegant fashion of 
compressing the waist into a very narrow compass, which ne- 
cessarily caused an excessive tumidity in the bosom. See 
Koscorides, lib. v. 
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Yesj I 'vi'ould be a bappy gem, 

Like them to bang, to fade like them. 
Wbat more would tby Anacreon be ? 
Ob, any thing that touches thee ; 

Kay, sandals for those airy feet — 
EVn to be trod by them were sweet I 


Na^, mridalsfor those airij feet — 

Ev'n to be trod by them were sweet '] The sophist Philos- 
tratuSs in one of his lo^ e-ietters, has borro-vred this thought ; 
0 } aberai Trodes, m haXKos eXevdepos^ cc rpicrevSaificcv eyca Kat 
fioKapios eav TrarTjereTe ye. — Oh lovely feet ! oh excellent 
beauty ’ oh * thrice happy and blessed should I be, if you 
trould but tread on me In Shakspeare, Romeo desires to 
be a glove : — 

Oh ^ that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might kiss that cheek ! 

And, in his Passionate Pilgrim, we meet with an idea some- 
what like that of the thirteenth line — 

He, spying her, bounc’d in, where as he stood, 

O Jo\e ’ ” quoth she, “ why was not I a flood ? 


In Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical far- 
rago of ** all such reading as was never read,” we find a trans- 
lation of this ode made before 1632. — “ Englished by Mr. 
B. Holiday, in his Technog. act i scene 7.” 
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ODE XXIIL 

I OFTEE' Wish this ianguid lyre, 

This warbler of my soul’s desire. 

Could raise the breath of song sublime, 
To men of fame, in former time. 

But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, 


j According to the order m which the odes are usually placed, 

1 this (SeAftj keyeiv Arpei^as) forms the first of the series ; and 
1 is thought to be peeuliariy designed as an intioduction to the 
j rest. It howe’ver characterises the genius of the Teian but 
very inadequately, as wine, the burden of his lays, is not even 
1 mentioned in it : 

I cum multo Venorem confundere mero 

I Frecepit Lyrici Teia I\Iusa senis. Ovin. 

I 

The twenty-sixth Ode, !2u p-ev Xeysis ra might, with 

just as much propriety, be placed at the head of his songs. 

We find the sentiments of the ode before us expressed by 
Bion with much simplicity in his fourth idyl. The above 
translatiou is, perhaps, too paraphrastical ; but the ode has 
L been so ftequently translated, that I could not otherwise avoid 
te triteness and repetition 

i— 
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And whisper, with dissolving tone, 

“ Our sighs are given to love alone ! ” 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 

I tore the panting chords away. 

Attun’d them to a nobler swell, 

And struck again the breathing shell ; 

In all the glow of epic hre, 

To Heicule^ I wake the lyre. 

Bet its fainting sighs repeat. 

The tale of love alone is sweet ! ” 

Then fare thee well, seductive dream, 

That inad’st me follow Glory’s theme ; 

In all the glow of epic fire, 

To Hercules I itahe the lyre Bladame Dacier generally 
traaslates Arpi? into a lute, which I believe is inaccurate. 
“ D’expliquer la lyre des anciens (says 31 Sorel) par un luth, 
e’est ignorer la difference qu’il y a entre ees deux instrumenb 
demusique ” — Blbliotheque Frangoise. 

But stiU its fainting sighs repeat, 

“ The tale of love alone is sweet The word avre(p<avei in 
the original, may imply that kind of musical dialogue prac- 
tised by the ancients, in which the lyre wa. made to respond 
to the questions proposed by the singer. This was a method 
which Sappho used, as we are told by Hermogenes ; “ Sray 
Ttjy Aupay epccra ^cartpco^ koli Srau avnj aTroKpirrjraiJ * — Xlept 
Idemy, rog, Bevr, 
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For thou my lyre, and thou my heart, 
Shall never more in spirit part ; 

And all that one has felt so well 
The other shall as sweetly tell ! 


f 

f 
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ODE XXIY. 


To all that breathe the air of heaven, 

Some boon of strength has Nature given- 
In forming the majestic bull, 

She fenced 'w ith wreathed horns his skull ; 

Henry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the 
f )11 owing lines of one of his poems : — 

Pro\ ida dat cunctis Xatura animantibus arms, 

Et sna fcemmeum possidet arma genus, 

Ungulaque ut defendit equum, atque ut cornua taurum, 
Armata est forma foemma pulchra sua. 

And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken by 
Corisea in Pastor Fido : 

Cosi noi la bellezza 

Ch’ i vertu nostra cosi propria, come 

La forza del ieone, 

E I’ingegno de T huomo. 

The Hon boasts bis savage powers. 

And lordly man his strength of mind ; 

But beauty’s charm is solely ours 
Peculiar boon, by Heav’n align’d. 

“ An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode (says 
Begen) may be found in Grimm an den Anmerk. iiber einige 
Oden des Anakx.” 
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A hoof of strength she lent the steed. 

And Twing’d the timorous hare with speed. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror, 

And, o’er the ocean's crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumber d scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 

’While for the umbrage of the grove, 

She plum’d the warbling world of love. 


To man she gave, in that proud hour, 

The boon of intellectual power. 

Then, what, oh woman, what, for thee, 

Was left in Nature’s treasury ? 

To man she gave, in that proud hour. 

The horn of inteUectml power.] In my first attempt to 
translate this ode, I had interpreted (ppovripa, with Baxter and 
Barnes, as implying courage and military virtue ; but I do 
not think that the gallantry of the idea suffers by the import 
which I have now given to it. For, why need we consider 
this possession of wisdom as exclusive ? and in truth, as the 
design of Anacreon is to estimate the treasure of beauty, above 
all the rest which Nature has distributed, it is perhaps even 
refining upon tIiQ deEcacy of the compliment, to prefer the 
radiance of female charms to the cold illumination of wisdom 
and prudence ; and to think that women’s eyes are 

the books, the academies. 

From whence doxli spring the true Promethean fire. 
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Slie gave tliee beauty — mightier far 
Thau all the pomp and power of war. 
Nor steelj nor hre itself hath power 
Like womaiij in her conquering hour. 
Be thou but fair, mankind adore thee, 
Smile, and a world is weak before thee ! 


*'7^6 [{five thee hemiiy — mightier far 

Than ull ihepniip aKdprjii erof u ar ] Thus Achilles Tatius* — 
KZ?kko$ o^vrepUi/ rirg'jo'.i.eL icai dia. rcav ofpdaXgLoay eis rrjv 

Karappeu OoQaKgos ‘‘jap ooos epiariKcp rpavuari, “Beauty 
wounds more swiftly than the arrow, and passes through the 
eje to the %ery soul ; fur the eye is the inlet to the wounds of 
love.” 

Be thou but fair, mankind adore thee, 

Smile, and a world i& weak before f/iee/j Longepierre’s re- 
mark here is ingenious . — “ The Romans,” says he, “ were 
so convinced of the power of beauty, that they used a word 
implying strength in the place of the epithet beautitul. Thus 
Plautus, act 2 scene 2. Bacchid. 

Sed Bacchis etiam fbrtis tihi visa. 

Fortis, id cst formosa,’ say Sergius and Nonius.” 
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ODE XXV 

Once in eacii reTolving year, 

Gentle bird ! we find tliee here. 

When Nature wears her summer-vest, 
Thou com'st to weave thy simple nest ; 
But when the chilling vinter lowers, 
Again thou seek’st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours for ever smile. 

And thus thy pinion rests and roves, — 
Alas ! unlike the swarm of Loves, 

That brood within this hapless breast, 
And never, never change their nest ! 


We have here another ode addressed to the swallow. Al- 
berti has imitated both m one poem, beginning 

Perch* io pianga al tno canto, 

Rbndinella importiina, &c» 

Ah^s f unlike the swarm of lo'ves. 

That “brood within this hapless “breast, 

And neoeTf never change their iiest!} Thus Love is repre- 
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Still eTery year, and all the year, 

They hx their fated dwelling here ; 

And some their infant plumage try, 

And on a tender wdnglet fly ; 

"VlTiile in the shell, impregn’d with fires, 
Still lurk a thousand more desires ; 

Some from their tiny prisons peeping, 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 


sented as a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre from the 
Anthologia — 

Am fju)i dvvsi fxev ev ovaaiv rixos 

O/tua 5e <Ttya ttoBols to y\vKv daicpv (pepsi, 

OyS’ 71 yy|, ov (peyyos SKoipLiaev, aAA* hro <piKrpav 
HSe Ttov KpadiT] yvcaffros ei^eari rvfros, 

TTTCU^Ol, fiT) mi TTOT eiplTTracdcU fJL&f ^pQST^S 
OtJar’, aTroTrrrjvcu S* ov0* dcov i<r%u€T€, 

*Tis Lo\e that murmurs in my breast, 

, And makes me shed the secret tear ; 

Nor day nor night my soul hath rest. 

For night and day his voice I hear. 

A wound within my heart I find, 

And oh ’ ’tis plain where Love has been ; 

For stiii he leaves a wound behind. 

Such as within my heart is seen. 

Oh, bird of Love ’ with song so drear. 

Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 

But, let the wing which brought thee here. 

In pity waft thee hence again * 

T. I 
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Thus peopled, like the Tei'nal groves, 

My breast resounds with warbling Loves ; 
One urchin imps the other's feather, 

Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And fast as they thus take their flight, 
Still other m'chins spring to light. 

But is there then no kindly art, 

To chase these Cupids from my heart; 

Ah, no I I fear, in sadness fear, 

They will for evei nestle here ! 
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ODE XXVI. 

Thy liarp may sing of Troy’s alarms, 

Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 

With other wars my song shall burn. 

For other w’ounds my harp shall mourn. 

Twas not the crested warrior s dart, 

> That drank the current of my heart ; 

Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed, 

Have made this vanquish’d bosom bleed ; 

No — ’twas from eyes of liquid blue, 

I A host of quiver’d Cupids flew ; 

i 

} “ The German poet XJz has iroitated this ode. Compare 

J also Weisse Scherz. Lieder, lib. iii., der Soldat ’* Gail, 

I Degeu, 

I ATo — Hwas from eyes of liquid Hue 

I A host of quiver'd Cupids few:'] Longepierre has quoted 
I part of an epigram from the seventh book of the Anthologia, 
which has a fancy something like this. 

To^ora, TAjpopiXas ojifiacn Kpmrrofiepos. 

Archer Love I though slily creeping. 

Well I know where thou dost lie; 

I 2 
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And now my lieart all bleeding lies 
Beneath that army of the eyes I 


I I sa'w' thee through the curtain peeping, 

I That frmges Zenophelia’s eye. 

! Tile poete abound with conceits on the archery of the eyes, 
* but few have turned the thought so naturally as Anacreon 
Ronsard gives to the eyes of his mistress “ un petit camp 
d’amours,” 
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ODE XXVIL 

We read the flying courser’s name 
Upon Ms side, in marks of flame ; 
And, by their turban’d brows alon^ 
The warriors of the East are known. 
But in the lover s glowing eyes, 

The inlet to his bosom lies ; 


This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican MS. 
but I have conformed to the editions m translating them se- 
parately 

Compare with this (says Degen) the poem of Ramler 
Walirzeicfaen der Liebe, in Lyr. Biumeniese, lib. iv. p. SIS.” 

JBut in the lover's glowing eyes, 

The inlet to his bosom lies,^ “ We cannot see into the 
heart,” says Madame Dacier. But the lover answers — 

II cor ne gli ocehi et ne la fronte ho scritto. 

M. La Fosse has given the following lines, as enlarging on 
the thought of Anacreon : — 

Lorsque je vois un amant, 

II cache en vain son tourment, 

A ie trahir tout conspire, 

Sa langueur, son embarras. 
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Through, them we see the small faint mark. 
Where Love has dropp’d his burning spark I 

Tout ce qu’il peut faire ou dire, 

Meme ce qu’ii ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The dame that in his bosom lies ; 

His cheeks’ confusion tells the tale, 

We read it m his languid eyes 
And -while his words the heart betray, 

His silence speaks ev’n more than they. 
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ODE XXVIIL 

As, by Ms Lemnian forge’s flame, 

The husband of the Paphian dame 
MouMed the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm ; 

And Venus, as he plied his art, 

Shed honey round each new-made dart, 
While Love, at hand, to finish ail, 

Tipp’d every arrow’s point with gall ; 

This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I 
believe, was the author of that curious little work, called 
Hexameron Rustique.” He makes use of this, as well as 
the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but indelicate explanation of 
Homer’s Cave of the Nymphs. — Journ^e Quatrieme. 

Lore, at hand, to finish aU, 

Tipfid every arrow's point with gall,'\ Thus Claudian ; — 

Labuntur gemini fontes, hie dulcis, amarus 
Alter, et infusis eorrumpit mella venenis, 

Unde Cupidineas armavit fama saglttas. 

In Cyprus’ isle two rippling fountains fall. 

And one with honey flows, and one with gall ; 

In these, if we may take the tale from fame. 

The son of Venus dips his darts of flame. 
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It chanc’d the Lord of Battles came 
To visit that deep cave of fiame. 

’Twas from the ranks of war he rush’d 
His spear with many a life-drop blush'd ; 

He saw the fiery darts, and smil'd 
! Contemptuous at the archer-child. 

' What I ” said the urchin, “ dost thou smile ? 

; Here, hold this little dart awhile, 

' And thou wilt find, though swift of flight, 

I My bolts are not so feathery light.” 

j Mars took the shaft — and, oh, thy look, 

Sweet Venus, when the shaft he took ! — 

I 

I See Alciatus, emblem 91., on the close connection which 
, subsists betw^n sweets and bitterness. “Apes ideo pungunt 
j (says Petronius), quia ubi dulce, ibi et acidum mvenies.” 

} The allegorical description of Cupid’s employment, in 
Horace, may vie with this before us in feney, though not in 
I delicacy : — 

, ferns et Cupido 

j Semper ardentes acuens sagittas 

j Cote cruenta. 

I And Cupjd, sharpening all his fiery darts, 

Upon a whetstone stain’d with blood of hearts. 

Secundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened the 
image by the omission of the epithet ** cruenta.” 

Faiior an ardentes acuebat cote sagittas? Eleg 1, 
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Sigliing, he felt the urchin’s art, 

And cried, in agony of heart, 

«« It is not light — I sink ’^^dth pain ! 
Take — take thy arrow back again.” 

No,” said the child, ^'it must not be; 
That little dart was made for thee I” 
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ODE XXIX. 


{ Yes — loving is a painful tlirill, 

> And not to love more painful still ; 

! But oils it is the “worst of pam, 

1 To love and not be lov’d again ! 

Yes — hvinff is a painful thnU, 

And not to love more painful stiU; ^c. ] The following Ana- 
I creontic, addressed by Menage to Daniel Huet, enforces, with 
I much grace, the “ necessity of loving ” — 

TLepi Tov Beiv <pi\ 7 jcrau 

j Hpor UeTpov AaviTjXa 'Terror. 

{ Meya ^avpux rosv aoidcau, 

XapiTcav &0A0S, 'Terre, 

^iXewpev, (a eraxpe* 

^iKer\acaf oi ortxpurrau 
^(XeTjffe crep^os avijp, 

To rmvov rov ^Sc^pouiuTKov, 

"Sopiris narvip anacnjs. 

Tt S’ oreu yemtr Epayras ; 

Akovtj pev earn ^vxvs* 

Hrepvyeaaiy m Okvpirop 

j * This line is borroTjn ed from an epigram by Alpheus of Mitylene which 
! Menage, I think, says somei^here he was himself the first to produce to 
the world 
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Aifection now lias Sed from earth, 

Nor fire of genius, noble birth. 

Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile 
From beauty’s cheek one favouring smile. 


KaraKeifjLejfovs ayaipei, 
Bpadeas mrtfypLevoLcn 

BeAeefrt i^ayeipet. 

Uvpi XapTTaoos (paeipa 
PuirapwTepous KaBatpeu 
^lAewfiep ovv, ^Terre, 
^iK^capL^v « kraip€, 

ASi/cais 8 e Aoidopovurt 
A7i0ifS eparas 
KaKOP ev^ofzai ro povvov, 
*lya pTj SumiT* €K€ivos 
^iX€€iP re Kai <pi\ei(r$cu. 

Thou ’ of tuneful bards the first. 
Thou ^ by all the Graces nurst ; 
Friend * each other jfxiend above. 
Come with me, and learn to love. 
Loving is a simple lore, 

Graver men have learned before ; 
Nay, the boast of former ages, 
li^lsest of the wisest sages, 
Sophroniscus’ prudent son. 

Was by love’s illusion won. 

Oh ’ how heavy life would mov^ 
If we knew not how to love ’ 
Love’s a whetstone to the mind ; 
Thus ’tis pointed, thus refined. 
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Gold is the woman’s only theme, 

Gold is the woman’s only dream. 

Oh! never be that wTetch forgiven — 
Forgive him not, indignant heaven ! 
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 

Man has forgot to feel for man ; 

The pulse of social life is dead, 

And all its fonder feelings fied ! 


When the soul dejected lies, 

Jjove can waft it to the skies ; 

When m languor sleeps the heart, 
Love can wake it with his dart ; 
When the mind is dull and dark, 
Love can light it with his spark ! 
Come, oh ^ come then, let us haste 
AH the bhss of love to taste ; 

Let us love both night and day. 

Let us love our lives away * 

And when hearts, from loving free, 
(If indeed such hearts there be,) 
Frowij, upon our gentle flame, 

And the sweet delusion blame ; 

Thb shall be my only curse, 

(Could I, could I wish them worse?) 
May they ne’er the rapture prove, 

Cf the smile from lips we love I 
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War too lias sullied ^STature's charms, 
For gold provokes the world to arms : 
And oh I the worst of all its arts, 

It rends asunder loving hearts. 
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I ODE XXX. 

t 

i 

' ’Twas in a mocking dream of nigM — 

I fancied I iiad wings as light 
As a young bird's, and flew as fleet ; 

I While Love, around whose beauteous feet, 

I knew not why, hung chains of lead. 

Pursued me, as I trembling fled ; 

And, strange to say, as swift as thought, 
j Spite of my pinions, I was caught I 

What does the wanton Fancy mean 
: By such a strange, illusive scene ? 

i I fear she whispers to my breast, 

That you, sweet maid, have stofn its rest ; 

I That though my fancy, for a while, 

! Hath hung on many a woman’s smile, 

I soon dissolv’d each passing vow, 

I And ne’er was caught by love till now ! 

Bames imagines from this allegory, that our poet married 
. very late m life. But I see nothing in the ode which alludes 
j to matrimony? except it be the lead upon the feet of Cupid ; 

1 and I agree in the opinion of Madame Lacier, in her life of 
j the poet, tliat he was always too fond of pleasure to marry. 
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ODE XXXI. 

Arm*d with byacintbine rod, 

(Arms enoRgli for such a god,) 

Cupid bade me wiug my pace, 

I 

And try with him the rapid race. j 

i 

The design of this little fiction is to intimate, that much } 
greater pain attends insensibility than can ever result from 
the tenderest impressions of love. Longepierre has quoted an 
ancient epigram which bears some similitude to this ode : — 

Lecto compositus, vix prima silentia noetis 
Carpebam, et somno iumina victa dabam ; 

Cum me s®vus Amor prensum, sursumque capillis 
Excitat, et lacerum pervigilare jubet, 

Tu famulus meus, inquit, ames cum mille puellas. 

Solus lo, solus, dure jacere potes ? 

Exilio et pedibus nudis, tunicaque soluta, 

Omne iter impedio, nullum iter expedio. 

Nunc propero, nune ire piget ; rursumque redire 
Foemtet ; et pudor est stare via media, 

Ecee taeent voces hominum, strepitusque ferarum, 

Et voluerum cantus, turbaque fida canum. 

Solus ego ex cunetis paveo somnumque torumque, 

Et sequor imperium, sseve Cupido, tuum. 

Upon my couch I lay, at night profound. 

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound. 
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O’er many a torrent, wild and deep, 
By tangled brake and pendent steep, 
With weary foot I panting flew, 

Till my brow dropp’d with chilly dew 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying. 
To my lip was faintly flying ; 


’When Cupid came and snatch’d me from my bed, 

And forc’d me many a weary way to tread. 

“ What ’ (said the god) shall you, whose vows are known, 
Who lore so many nymphs, thus sleep alone 
I rise and follow ; all the night I stray, 

Unshelter’d, trembling, doubtful of my way; 

Tracing with naked foot the painful track. 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes at that hour, when Nature seems interr’d, 

Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are heard, 

I, I alone, a fugitive from rest, 

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast. 

Wander the world around, unknowmg where, 

The slave of love, the victim of despair 1 

TiU my hrom dropped with chtUy dew."] I have followed those 
who read Wpm for Tsipep vdpos ; the former is partly 

anthorised by the MS. which reads irap€V iSpm* 

And 7tow my senl^ exhausiedf dying. 

To my Up was faintly Jiying s ^c.] In the original, he says, 
his heart flew to his nose ; but our manner more naturally 
transfers it to the lips Such is the effect that Plato tells us 
he felt from a lass, in a distich quoted by Aulus Gellius ; — 
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AdcI now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hover’d o’er my head, 

And fanning light his breezy pinion, 
Eeseued my soul from death’s dominion ; 
Then said, in accents half-reproving, 
Why hast thou been a foe to loving ? 


Ttip Ayad</!va €m ;)^eiX6eri3/ €(TXov> ■ 

H?Je yap ^ tAtj.uwj' ws ^ia€t}crop.€V7), ) 

Whene’er thy nectar’d kiss I sip, 

And drink thy breath, in trance divine, 

My soul then flutters to my lip, 

Ready to fly and mix with thine. 

Aulus Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in ' 
which we find a number of those mignardtses of expression, 
which mark the efFemination of the Latin language. 

And fanning light Ms hreezg pinion^ 

Rescued my soul from decdh^s dominion,'] “ The facility with 
which Cupid recovers him, signifies that the sweets of love 
make us easily forget any solicitudes which he may occasion.” 

— Xm Fosse. 
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j ODE XXXIL 

I 

^ Strew me a fragrant bed of leaves, 

! 

j Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 

And while in luxury’s dream I sink, 

Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 

In this sweet hour of revelry 
Young Love shall my attendant be — 

We here have the poet, in his true attributes, reclining upon 
myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some interpreters 
have ruined the picture by makmg Ep<ys the name o£ his slave. 
None but Lo-ve should fill the goblet of Anacreon. Sappho, 
in one of her fragments, has assigned this office to Venus. 
EA06, Kiwrpi, -xfivaeiamv ev KvXiK€(r<nv aSpois cvixfiefLiyfievop 
^oALaiCTL ysKrap oivoxov<ja rovroicfL rois eraipois ye mi 

crois* 

Which may be thus paraphrased ; — 

Hither, Venus, queen of kisses, 

This shall be the night of blisses ; 

This the night, to friendship dear, 

Thou shalt be our Hebe here. 

Fin the golden brimmer high. 

Let it sparkle like thine eye ; 

Bid the rosy current gush, 

Let it mantle like thy blush. 
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Brest for the task, with tunic round 
His snowy neck and shoulders bound. 
Himself shall hover by my side, 

And minister the racy tide ! 


Oh, swift ab -wheels that kindling roll, 

^ Our life is hurrying to the goal ; 

, A scanty duat, to feed the ’wind, 

^ Is all the trace ’twill leave behind. 

Then whei’efore waste the rose’s bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb ? 
j Can flowery breeze, or odour’s breath, 

I Affect the still, cold sense of death ? 

I Oh no ; I ask no balm to steep 
I With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 

I But now, while every pulse is globing, 
j Now let me breathe the balsam flowing ; 

: Goddess, hast thou e’er above 

• Seen a feast so rich in love ’ 

I Not a soul that is not mine ! 

i Not a soul that is not thine I 

” Compare with this ode (says the German commentator) 
the beautiful poem in Ramler’s Lyr. Biumenlese, lib. iv. 
‘ Amor ais Diener/** 

IC 2 



1S2 


ODBS OF ANACREON. 


Now let the rose, \ntli blush of fire. 

Upon my brow in sweets expire ; 

And bring the nymph whose eye hath power 
To brighten even death’s cold hour. 

Yes, Cupid ! ere my shade retire, 

To join the blest elysian choir, 

With wine, and love, and social cheer, 
ril make my own elysium here ! 
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ODE xxxin. 

*Twas noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is to roil ; 

And mortals, wearied with the day. 

Are slumbering all their cares away : 

An infant, at that dreary hour, 

Came weeping to niy silent bower, 

And wak’d me with a piteous prayer, 

To shield him from the midnight air. 

And w^ho art thou,” I ■waking cry. 

That bid’st my blissful -fusions fly ? ” 

M. Bernard, the author of L’Art d’aimer, has written a ballet 
called “Les Surprises de F Amour,” in which the subject of 
the third entree is Anacreon, and the story of this ode sug- 
g&sts one of the scenes. — CEuvres de Bernard, Anac. scene 
4th. 

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by 
Uz, lib. in., “ Amor und sein Bruder ; ” and arpoem of Edeist, 
“die Heiiung.” La Fontaine has translated,orrather imitated, 
this ode, 

“ And who art thou,* I waiting cry. 

That Ud^si my Mksful visions Jiy 9*^1 Anacreon appears 
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* «« Ah, gentle sire ! ’’ the infant said, 

; « In pity take me to thy shed ; 

; Nor fear deceit ; a lonely child 

' I wander o'er the gloomy wild, 

' Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 

* Illumes the drear and misty way I ” 

I heard the baby’s tale of woe ; 

I I heard the bitter night- winds blow 
And sighing for his piteous fate, 

I trimm’d my lamp and op’d the gate. 

Twas Love ! the little wandering sprite, 

1 His pinion sparkled through the night. 

! I knew him by his bow and dart ; 

i I knew him by my fluttering heart. 

1 Fondly I take him in, and raise 
I The dying embers’ cheering blaze ; 

I Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 

I 

i 

I to have been a f voluptuary even in dreaming, by the lively 
I regret Tvliich he expresses at being disturbed flom his visionary 
enjoyments. See the odes x. and xxxvii. 

*Twm Love! the little wandering sprite, ^c.] See the beau- 
tiful description of Cupid, by Moschus, in his first idyl. 
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And in my hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold, 

And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm’d his anxious fears away ; 

I pray thee,” said the wanton child, 
(My bosom trembled as he smil’d,) 

I pray thee let me try my bow, 

For through the rain I’ve wander’d so, 
That much I fear, the midnight shower 
Flas injur’d its elastic power.” 

The fatal bow the urchin dre^v; 

Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 
As swiftly flew as glancing flame. 

And to ray inmost spirit came ! 

Fare thee well,” I heard him say, 

As laughing wild he wdng’d away ; 

Fare thee well, for now I know 
The rain has not relax’d my bow; 

It still can send a thrilling dart^ 

As thou shalt own wdtli all Ihy heart ! ” 
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I ODE XXXIV. 

Oh thou, of all creation blest, 

Sweet insect, that delight’st to rest 
Upon the wnlcl wood’s leafy tops, 

; To drink the dew that morning drops, 

And chirp thy song with such a glee, 

- That happiest kings may envy thee. 

In a Latin ode addressed to tbe grasshopper, Kapin has 
I preserved some of the thoughts of our author — 

O quae virenti grarainis in toro, 

Cicada, blande sidis, ct herhidos 
Saltus oberras, otiosos 
Ingeniosa ciere cantus. 

Seu forte adultis flonbus incubas, 

Cceli caducis ebria fietibus, &c. 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
■Which Nature’s vernal hand has spread, 

Eeclinest soft, and tun’st thy song, 

The dewy herbs and leaves among * 

Whether thou ly’st on springing flowers, 

Drunk with the balmy mommg-showers, 

Or, &:c. 

See what Licet-^s says about grasshoppers, cap 93. and 185. 
And chirp iky song with such a glee^ ^c.] « Some authors 

have aflSrmed (says Madame Dacier), that it is only male 
gra^oppers which sing, and that the females are silent ; and 
on this circumstance is founded a hon-mot of Xenaxcbus, the 


I 
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Whatever decks the velvet field. 

Whatever the circling seasons yield, 

Whatever buds, whatever blow’s, 

For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 

Nor yet art thou the peasant’s fear, 

To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 

For thou art mild as matin dew ; 

And stiO, when summer’s fiowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, 

We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 

Thy hweet prophetic strain we hear, j 

And bless the notes and thee revere ! I 

The Muses love thy shrilly tone ; 

Apollo calls thee all his own ; 

I ; 

, comic poet, who says eiT* ot TeTTcyes ovk evBaifiopeSf ( 

1 Tms yvvat^iv ovS* bri ovv (bmvTis €vi ; ‘ are not the grasshoppers 
happy in having dumb wives’?” This note is originally 
Henry Stephen’s; but I chose rather to make a lady my 
authority for it. 

The Muses Jove ihy shrilly tone; §*e.] Phile, de Animal- 
Proprietat. calls tliis insect Moucrats tpiKos, the darling of the 
Muses ; and Movcrcau opviv, the bird of <die Aluses ; and we 
find Plato compared for his eloquence to the grasshopper, in 
the following punning lines of Timon, preserved by Diogenes 

I lAertius : — 

' Tmp W rffUTo irActTucrraTOf, aAA.’ ayopryrqs 
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’Twas he who gave that voice to thee, 

I ’Tis he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 

! 

’ Unworn by age’s dim decline, 

The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect, child of earth, 

; In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 

^ Exempt from every weak decay, 

I That withers vulgar frames away ; 

! With not a drop of blood to stain 
j The current of thy purer vein ; 

I So blest an age is pass’d by thee, 

I Thou seem’st — a little deity ! 

{ ^HSvemjs rsTri^iy i<roypa(pos, ol 6* ^EKadrjfxov 

! AevSpsi etpe^ofJievoL oira Xeipiosacrav teiffu 

j This last line is borrowed from Homer’s Iliad, 7. where 
I there occurs the \ery same simile. 

i MeMiom insect, child of earth,'] Longepierre has quoted 
i the two first lines of an epigram of Antipater, from the first 
! book of the Anthologia, where he prefers the grasshopper to 
j the swan : 

kpK€L remjas p-eOvcraL Spoaos, aXXa irtovres 

In dew, that drops from morning’s wings, 

The gay Cicada sipping floats ; 

And, drunk with dew, his matin sings 
I Sweeter than any cygnet’s notes. 
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ODE XXXV. 

! 

I Cupid once upon a bed 

, Of roses laid Ms weary bead ; 

Luckless urcliin, not to see 

1 

Within the leaves a slumbering bee 

j Tlieocritus has imitated this beautiful ode in his nineteenth 
id)l ; but is very inferior, I think, to his original, in delicacy 
[ of point and naivete of expression. Spenser, in one of his 
I smaller compositions, has sported more diffusely on the same 
subject. The poem to which I allude, begins thus ; — 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbering 
All in his mother’s lap ; 

A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring, 
j About him flew by hap, &c. &c. 

In Almeloveen’s collection of epigrams, there is one by 
’ Luxoriu% correspondent somewhat with the turn of Anacreon, 
where Love complains to his mother of being wounded by a 
rose. 

The ode before us is the very flower of simplicity. The 
infantine complainings of the little god, and the natural and 
I impressive reflections which they draw Brom Venus, are 
lieauties of inimitable grace. I may be pardoned, perhaps, 
for introducing here another of Menage’s Anacreontics, not 
for its similitude to the subject of this ode, but for some fliint 
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The bee awak’d — with anger mid 
The bee awak’d, and stung the child. 

Loud and piteous are his cries ; 

To Venus quick he runs, he flies ; 

traces of the same natural simplicity, which it appears to me 
to have preserved* — 

Epcas ttot'' €v xop€iais 
Tcov TTapdsvcov acaroy, 

T7jv fioi (piK'rjiv KopLvvaVf 
*£ls eiSej/, Trpos avrr}v 
TIpo(r65pa/z€* rpaxTi^oo 
Aidvfias re xeipas airrmv 
^iXei fiCf fiTjrep, eiTre. 

Ka\ovp.€V7] Kopivya, 

MijTtfp, €pv9pia(et, 

‘Q,s Trapdeuos fiey ovcra, 

K’ avros Se Svcrxepaiuuy, 

*D.s ofjLpacri TrXavrjdeiSf 
Epas epvdpiaCei, 

EycCf 56 ot vaparras, 

Ml] Bvax^pci^iy^, 4‘W^- 
Kvrrpty re mt Kopiyvav 
Aiayycecrai ovk ^xovn 
Kat ot pXeTToyres o^v. 

As dancing o’er the enamell’d plain, 

The fldw’ret of the virgin train, 

My soul’s Corinna lightly play’d, 

Young Cupid saw the graceful Tn ni<l ; 

He saw, and in a moment dew, 

And round her neck his arms he threw ; 
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Oil motlierl — I am wounded through — 

I die with pain — in sooth I do I 
Stung hj some little angry thing, 

Some serpent on a tiny wing — 

A bee it was — for once, I know 
I heard a rustic call it so.” 

Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 

Then said, 3Iy infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild-bee's touch, 

How must the heart, ah, Cupid I be, 
j The hapless heart that’s stung by thee I ” 

I Saying, with smiles of infant joy, 

** Oh ’ kiss me, mother, kiss thy boy I ” 

I Unconscious of a mother’s name, 

The modest virgin blush’d with shame ! 

And angry Cupid, scarce beheving 
That vision could be so deceiving — ~ 

Ttius to mistake his Cyprian dame ! 

It made ev’n Cupid blush with shame. 

' “ Be not asham’d, my boy,” I cried, 

' For I was lingering by his side ; 

I “ Corinna and thy lovely mother. 

Believe me, are so like each other, - 
That clearest eyes are ojEt betray’d. 

And take thy Venus for the maid.” 

^ Zitto, in his Capprieiosi Fensieri, has given a translation of 
I this ode of Anacreon. 
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i ODE XXXVI. 

* If hoarded gold possess’d the power | 

' To lengthen life’s too fleeting hour, ! 

And purchase from the hand of death j 

j A little span, a moment’s breath, 
i How I would love the precious ore ! 

I And every hour should swell my store ; 
j That when Death came, with shadowy pinion, 

I To waft me to his bleak dominion, 

i Fontenelle has translated this ode, in his dialogue between 
j Anacreon and Aristotle m the shades, where, on weighing 
! the merits of both these personages, he bestows the prize of 
I wisdom upon the poet 

' “ The German imitators of this ode are, Lessing, in his poem 

I * Gestem Briider,’ &c. ; Gleim, in the ode * An den Tod ; * 
j and Schmidt in der Poet. Blumenl,, Gotting. 1783, p. 7.” 

; — . JDegen. 

I That when Death came, with shadowy pinion, 
i To waft zne to his Ueak dominion, §*c.] The commentators, 

1 who are so fond of diluting ** de laiia caprinV’ have been veiy 
I busy on the authority of the phrase av Sfaveiy erceXBri, The 
j reading of tv* av <davaros eireXdri, which He Medenbach pro- 
j poses in his Amomitates Literarieo, was already hinted by Le 
j Pevre, who seldom suggests any thing worth notice 
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I might, by bribes, my doom delay, 

And bid him call some distant day. 

But, since, not all earth’s golden store 
Can buy for us one bright hour more, 

Why should we rainly mourn our fate. 

Or sigh at life’s uncertain date ? 

Nor wealth nor grandeur can illume 
The silent midnight of the tomb. 

No — give to others hoarded treasures — 

Wine be the brilliant round of pleasures ; | 

The goblet rich, the board of friends j 

Whose social souL the goblet blends ; 

And mine, while yet Fve life to live, ! 

Those joys that love alone can give. 

! 

The goblet rick, the board of friends, * 

Whose social souls the goblet blends, 1 This communion of 
friendship, which sweetened the bowl of Anacreon, has not ' 
been forgotten by the author of the following scholium, where 
the blessings of life are enumerated with proverbial simplicity. 
"'!tyiawet}f fxep apmrov avbpi Aevrepov de, koXov (pvrjv 

yeveaBai, To rpirov be, TtXovruv aSoAws. Kat to reraprov crw^ 
eSop pbera rwv (piXwp. 

Of mortal blessings here the first is health. 

And ne\t those charms by which the eye we move , 

The third is wealth, unwounding guiltless wealth. 

And then, sweet intercourse with those we love 1 
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ODE XXXVII. 

’Twas night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warm’d my thirsty soul; 

As lull’d in slumber I was laid, 

Bright visions o’er my fancy play’d. 
With maidens, blooming as the dawn, 

I seem’d to skim the opening lawn ; 


« Compare with this ode the beautiful poem ‘ der Traum ’ of 

^ Fettt a note upon this ode, enters into an elabomte 
,nd learned justification of drunkenness ; and this is probably 
the cause of the severe reprehension which he apprs to have 
luffe^ed for his Anacreon. « Fuit olim fateor (says he m a 
note upon Longinus), cum Sapphonem amabam. Sede\ quo 
Ula me perditis^ fcmina pene miserum perdidit cum scele- 

ratis^o suocongerrone, ( Anacreontem dico, sinescis. Lector,) 

noH sperare, &c. &c.” He adduces on tois ode the authon^ 
of PUto, who allowed ebriety, at the Dionysian festivals, to 
men arrived at their fortieth year. He likewise quotes the 
following line ftom Alexis, which he says no one, who is not 
totally ignorant of the world, can hesitate to confess the 

truth of s — 

OvBms ipiKoirorns KaKOS, 

« Ho lover of driuldug was ever a vicious man.” 
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Light, on tiptoe bath’d in dew, 
We flew, and sported as we flew ! 


Some ruddy striplings, who look’d on — 
With cheeks, that like the wine-god’s shone, 
Saw me chasing, free and wild, 

These blooming maids, and slyly smil’d ; 
Smird indeed w ith wmiiton glee. 

Though none could doubt they envied me. 
And still I flew’ — and now’ had caught 
The panting nyrnph«, and fondly thouglit 
To gather from each rosy Iip 
A kiss that Jove himself might sip — 

When sudden all my dream of joys, 

Blushing nymphs and laughing boys, 


WTten midden ad my dream of joys, 

JBlu&hmy nymphs and Imighing hoys, 

AU were gone '] Nonnizs says of Bacchus, almost in the 
same words that Anacreon uses, — 

Eypoyevos Se 

HapBeroy ovk eKixvo’e, kcu avBis taveivf 

Waldng, he lost the phantom^s charms. 

The nymph had faded from his arms ; 

Again to slumber he essay'd, 

Again to clasp the shadowy maid I.ONGsriEEEE. 


I. 


L 
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All vere gone ! — “ Alas ! ” I said, 
Sighing for th’ illusion fled, 

« Again, sweet sleep, that scene restore. 
Oh ! let me dream it o’er and o’er ! ” 


“ AQoiti, sweet Asep, that scena restore. 

Oh ' U me d,eam tt o'er and o'er '"] Doctor Johnson, m 
his preface to Shakspeare, animadverting upon the coi^en- 
tators of that poet, who pretended, in every Me coincidence 
of thought, to detect an imitation of some ancient poet, aUud® 
ha the following words to the Une of Anacreon before usi-“I 
have been told that when Caliban, after a pleasing dream, says, 
< I cried to sleep again,’ the author imitates Anacreon, who 
had, Uke any other man, the same wish on the same occasion. 



ODES OF AXACEEON. 


147 


ODE XXXVHL , 

j 

Let us drain tlie nectar'd bowl, ‘ 

Let ns raise tbe song of soul ' 

To Iiini, the god who loves so %vell * 

The nectarVi bowl, the choral svrell ; 

The gucl who taught the son^ of earth t 

To thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; ! 

I Him, who was nurs’d 'svith infant Love, j 

And cradled in the Paphian grove ; ! 

; Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms * 

So oft has fondled in her arms. i 

Oh ’tis from him the transport jQow^s, ' ! 

Which sweet intoxication knows ; ! 

j “ Compare with this beautiful ode to Bacchus the verses of 
Hagedom, Hb. v., ‘ das Geselkchaftliche ; ’ and of Burger, p. 51, 

See. &c.** — 

ifm, that the smte^ Queeri of Charms, 

So ofi has fondled in her arms.] Eobertellus, upon the 
epithalamium of Catullus, mentions an ingenious derivation of 
Cyther^a, the name of Venus, vapa to Kweear tovs eparas, 

. which seems to hint that “ Love's fairy fiivours are lost, when 
not concealed.** 
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j With him, the brow forgets its gloom, 

, And brilliant graces learn to bloom. 

I 

! Behold ! — my boys a goblet bear, 

Whose sparkling foam lights up the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh ? 

To the winds they fly, they fly I 
Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking, 

Man of sorrow', drown thy thinking ! 

Say, can the tears we lend to thought 
In life’s account avail us aught ? 

Can we discern wdth all our lore, ' 

•' The path weVe yet to journey o’er ? 

i 

! Alas, alas, in ways so dark, 

j ’Tis only wine can strike a spark. 

i Alas, alaSf in ways so dark, 

' * T is only wine can strike a spark /] The brevity of life 

allows arguments for the voluptuary as well as the moralist. 

1 Among many parallel passages which Longepierre has ad- 

^ duced, I shall content myself with this epigram from the 

Authologia. 

Aovcray6P'Oi,AJpodifaj, irvKacrojy^da, /cai rov anparov 
‘’E.Tocoupxv, /cuAuca? fxei^ovas apapevoi. 

*Pcuos 6 xaipQvroiv ^cttl ena ra Koiva 
rrjpas KaKvffei, Kat to reKos ^avaros. 

Of which the following is a paraphrase : •— 
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Then let me qualF the foamy tide. 

And through the dance meandering glide ; 
Let me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chaf’d to fragrant death ; 

Or from the lips of love inhale 
A more ambro^ialj richer gale I 
To hearts that coort the phantom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there ; 
While %ve exhaust the nectar’d bow 1, 

And swell the choral soiig of soul 
To him, the god who lo\es so w^ell 
The nectar d bowl, the choral sw'elll 


Let’s iy, mj love, from noonday’s beam, 

To plunge us in yon cooling stream; 

Then, hastening to the festd bower. 

We’ll pass in mirth the ereniiig hour ; 

’Tis thus our age of bliss shall fly, 

As sweet, though passing as that sigh, 
Which seems to whisper o’er your lip, 

« Come, while you may, of rapture sip ” 

For age will steal the graceful form. 

Will chill the pulse, while throbbing warm ; 
And death — alas ’ that hearts, whLh thrill 
Like yours and mine, should e’er be still I 
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I ODE XXXIX. 

' How I love the festive boy. 

Tripping through the dance of joy I 
How I love the mellow sage, 

I Smiling through the veil of age ! 

! And whene’er this man of years 

i In the dance of joy appears, 

Snows may o’er his head be flung, 

But his heart — his heart is young. 

SnoiLS niay oW his head he fiung, 

But hii, heart — his hcarc is young ] Saint Pavin makes the 
samj d’«.tmci:ion m a soiniet to a young girl. 

' Je sais bien que les destinees 

i Ont mal compassee nos annees ; 

I Nc regardez que mon amour ; 

Peut-etrc en serez vous dmue. 

I II est jeune et n’est que du jour, 

' Belie Iris, que je vous ai yu. 

Fair and young thou bloomest now, 

' And I full many a year have told ; 

' But read the heart and not the brow, 

. Thou shait not find my love is old. 

, My lovers a child , and thou canst say 

, How much his little age may be, 

I For he was born the very day 

I When first I set my eyes on thee ! 
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ODE XL. 


I KNOW that Heaven hath sent me here. 
To ran this moral life’s career; 

The scenes which I have journeyed o’er. 
Return no more — alas ! no more ; 

And ail the path I’ve yet to go, 

I neither know nor ask to know. 

Away, then, wizard Care, nor think 
Thy fetters round this soul to link ; 
Never can heart that feels with me 
Descend to be a slave to thee ! 


Never can heart that feels with me 

Descend to he a slave to thee Q Longepierre quotes here an 
epigram from the Antbologia, on account of the similarity of 
a particular phrase. Though by no means anacreontic, it | 
is marked by an interesting simplicity which has induced me 
to paraphrase it, and may atone for its intrusion. 

EAa'iS’ Kai xru rvxn }ieya %mpeT€, rov ehpov, 

Ovhev epLoi xaifere rovs juer* efic. 

At length to Fortune, and to you, 

Lelusive Hope ! a last adieu 
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And oh ! before the vital thrill, 

Which trembles at my heart, is still, 
ril gather Joy’s luxuriant flowers, 

And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 

Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 

And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 

The charm that once beguil’d is o’er. 

And I have reach’d my destin’d shore. 

Avray, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts, 

And you will smile at their believing, 

And they shall weep at youi deceit iiig ’ 

Bacchus shall hid my winter bloom. 

And Venus dance me tu ^he tomb '] The same commentator 
has quoted an epitaph, written upon our poet by Julian, in 
which he makes Lini promulgate the precepts of good fellow- 
cuip e\en from the tomb 

noAAoci yev too’ aeicra, uat e/c rvySov oe ^ 07 ]cra), 

Jliyere, vpiv ravTTjv ajx^i§aK7)a6e koviv. 

This lesson oft in life I sung, 

And from my gra-^ e I still shall cry, 

Drink, mortal, drink, v^hile time young. 

Ere death has made thee cold as I.” 
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ODE XLL 


When Spring adorns the dewy scene, 

How sweet to walk tlie velvet green, 

And Lear the west wind^s gentle sighs, 

As o’er the scented mead it flies I 
How sv eet to mark the pouting vine, 

Ready to bur&t in tears of wine ; 

And with some maid, who breathes but love, 

To walk, at noontide, through the grove, 

Or sit in some cool, green recess — 

Oh, is not this true happiness ? 

And with some maid, who breathes but love. 

To walk, at noontide, through the ^rore,] Thus Horace : — 

Quid babes illius, illms 
Qjam spirAat aniores, 

Quee me surpuerat mihi. Lib. iv. Carm. 13. 

And does there then remain but this, 

And hast thou lost each rosy ray 
Of iier, who breathed the soul of bliss. 

And stole me from myself away ^ 
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ODE XLII. 

Yes, be the glorious revel mine, 

^Vbere bumour sparkles from tlie wine. 

Around me, let the youthful choir 
Respond to my enlivening lyre ; 

And while the red cup foams along, 

Mingle in soul as well as song. 

The character of Anacreon is here very strikingly depicted. 
His lo've of social, harmonised pleasures, is expressed with a 
warmth, amiable and endearing. Among the epigrams im- 
puted to Anacreon is the following ; it is the only one worth 
translation, and it breathes the same sentiments with tins 
ode; — 

Ov (piXos, 6s KpTirrfpi Trap® irXsoti OLVOTrora^aiPj 
Nei/cea kcu TcoXefiov BoKpvosvra Keyeu 
AAX* dcfris Movcrecop t€, Kai ayXaa da>p* A(l>poBir7}s 
'Sivp.fiiffymVf eparris p.v7i<TKerat ^vtppocrvvjjs, 

“When to the lip tlie brimming cup is prest, 

And hearts are all adoat upon its stream, 

Then banish horn my board th’ unpolish'd guest, 

Who makes the feats of war his barbarous theme. 

But bring the man, who o’er his goblet wreathes 
The Muse’s laurel with the Cyprian flower ; 

Oh ! give me him, whose soul expansive breathes 
And blends refinement with the social hour. 
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TlieiJj wliile I sit, with fiow'rets crown’d^ 

To regulate the goblet’s round, 

Let but the npnph, our banquet’s pride, 

Be seated smiling by my side. 

And earth has not a gift or power 
That I *uould eniy, in that hour. 

Envy I — oh never let its blight 
Touch the gay hearts met here to-night. 

Far hence be slander’s sidelong wounds, 

Nor harm'll dispute, nor discord’s sounds 
Disturb a scene, where ail should be 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us hear the harp’s gay note 
Upon the breeze inspiring float, 

While round us, kindling into love, 

Young maidens through the hght dance move. 
Thus blest with mirth, and love, and peace, 
Sure such a life should never cease I 



156 


ODES OF AXACKEOX. 


ODE XLIII. 

While our rosy iillet? ^^lied 
Freshness o er each fervid iieadj 
With many a cup and many a siuile 
The festal moments we beguile. 

And while the harp, impassion’d, flings 
Tuneful rapture from its strings, 

Some airy nymph, with graceful bound, 
Keeps meaMire to the music’s sound ; 


nhilc the haipf impos'iio/i^d. flings 
Tuneful rapture from zU strings^ ] Respeciing thebarbi- 
ton a host of authorities may be collected, v/hich, after all, leave 
1 us Ignorant of the natuie of the instiiiinciit There is 'scarcely 
any point upon which wc are so totally uninformed as the 
music of the ancients The authors * e\tant upon the sub- 
ject are, I imigiae, little understood; and certainly if one of 
' their moods was a progression by quarter-tones, which we 
are told was the nature ol the enharmonic scale, simplicity 
was by no means the characteristic of their melody ; for this 
I is a nicety of progression, of which modern music is not sus- 
j ceptible. 

j The in\ention of the barbiton is, by Athenaius, attributed 
I * Collected bj Meibonuus. 
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WaTing, in her snowj hand, 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 

Trembles all over to her sighs. 

A youth the while, with loosen’d hair, 

Floating on the listie&s air, 

Sings, to the wild harp’s tender tone, 

A tale of woes, alas, his own ; ■ 

And oh, the sadness in his sigh, | 

As o’er his lip the accents die I , 

Never sure on earth has been ! 

Half so bright, so blest a scene. } 

to Anacreon. See bis fourth book, where it is called to eipTjfia 
rov Ai’oKpsovTos. Neanthes of Cjzicus, as quoted by Gyral- 
dusj asserts the same. Vide Chabot, in Herat, on the words 
L^boum barbiton,” m the first ode. 

And oA, the sadness ta his siffk, 

As o’er his bp the accents die Q Longepierre has quoted 
here an epigram from the Anthologia • — 

Kjovprt ns e^iA^jere Trodeenrepa xeiAecriy {rypois, 

'NeKrap €i(}v to <ptXT}pa, ro jap aropa venrapos e'rrveL, 

Noj/ peBv(a to <piM}pa, ttoXvv rov eparra ireTraKWS* 

Of which the following paraphrase may giw some idea : — | 

The kiss that she left on my lip. 

Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie ; 

*Twas nectar she gave me to sip, 

’Twas nectar I drank in her sigh. 
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It seems as Love himself had come 
To make this spot his chosen home; — 

And Venus, too, with all her wiles, 

And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles, 

All, all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity ! 

From the moment she printed that kiss, 

Nor reason, nor rest has been mine ; 

My whole soul has been diunk with the bliss, 

And feels a delirium di% me ’ 

li ‘tcem’i as Zoic Inuwlf 

To malte this spot Jus cho<iC7i home , — ] The introduction 
of these deities to the festival is merely allegorieaL Madame 
Daeier thmks that the poet desciibes a masquerade, where 
th^se dcxtics were personated by the company in masks. The 
translation will confuim with either idea. 

AU, aU are here, to hail utith me 

The Genius of Festiiity Ka),aos, the deity or genius of 
mirta Fhiiostratus, in the third of his pictures, gives a very 
lively desenption of this god. 
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ODE XLIY. 

I 

I Buds of roses, virgin flov ers, 

I Cnird from Cupid’s balmy bowers. 

In tlie bowl of Bacchus steep, 

Till with crim.son drops they weep. 

the rose, the garland twine, 

Ever}' leaf dibtOIirig wine ; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we w’ere born to smile and drink. 

Rose, thou art the sw’eetest fiow^er 
j That ever drank the amber shower ; 

Rose, thou art the fondest child 

! 

Of dimpled Spring, the w'ood-nymph wild. 

f This spirited poem is a eulogy on the rose ; and again, in 
j the dfty-fifth ode, we shall find our author rich in the praises 
of that iower. In a fragment of Sappho, in the romance of 
j Achilles Tatius, to which Barnes refers us, the rose is fanci- 
. fully styled the eye of fiowers ; ** and the "fjame poetess, in 
another j&agment, calls the favours of the Muse ** the roses of 
Fierk.^ See the notes on the fijPfcy-fifth ode. 

I “Compare with this ode (says the German annotator) the 
beautifol ode of Uz, ‘die Rose.’” 
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Even the Gods, who walk the sky, 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 

Cupid, too, in Paphian shades. 

His hair with rosy fillet braids, 

When with the blushing, sister Graces, 

The wanton winding dance he traces. 

Then bring me, showers of roses bring, 

And shed them o'er me while I sing , 

Or while, great Bacchus, round thy shrine, 
Wreathing my brow with rose and vine, 

I lead some bright nymph through the dance, 
Commingling soul w itli every glance ! 


When with the hlubhiAg^ sii>ler Graca^ 

I The iLanton uinding dance he truces ] “This sweet idea of 
I Lo\e dancing w'lth the Grace'* is almost peculiar to Ana- 
creon ” — Degen. 

I lead bome hnght nymph through the dance, &*c.] The epithet 
i ySa0uKoA-7ros, which he gives to the nymph, is literally “full- 
bosomed.” 
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ODE XLV. 

Within tliis goblet, nch and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep* 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear, 

Or pour the una\ ailing tear ? 

For death will never heed the sigh, 

Xor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be seal’d m sleep. 

Then let us never vainly stray. 

In search of thorns, from pleasure’s way ; 
But wisely quaff the rosy w^ave, 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 
And in the goblet, rich and deep, 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep. 


Then let us never vainly stray^ I 

In search of thornSf from pleasure's way ; I'c.] I have thus | 
ctndeavoured to convey the meaning of n rov ^lov n-hapwfxai; 
according to Regnier’s paraphrase of the line: — ; 

E che val, fiior delta strada 

Del piacere alma e gradita, i 

Vaneggiare in questa vita? I 


I. 


M 
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ODE XLVI. 


Behold, the young, the rosy Spring, 
Gives to the breeze her scented Aving ; 
While virgin Graces, v'arm with May, 
Fling roses o’er her dewy way. 


The fastidious affeciation of some commeutators has de- 
nounced this ode as spurious Degen pronounces the four 
last lines to be the patch-work of some miserable versificator, 
and Brunck condemns the whole ode It appears to me, on 
the contrary, to be elegantly graphical ; full of delicate ex- 
pressions and luxuriant imagery The abruptness of ISe vms 
eapos (bayevros is striking and spirited, and has been imitated 
rather languidly by Horace • — 

Tides ut alta stet nive candidum 
Soracte 

Tne impel ative is infinitely more impressive; — as in 
Shakspeare, 

But look, the mom, m russet mantle clad, 

"Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

Tnerc is a simple and poetical description of Spring, in 
Catullus s beautiful fareweD to Bithynia. Caim. 44. 

Barnes conjectures, in his life of our poet, that this ode was 
written after he had returned from Athens, to settle in his 
paternal seat at Teos ; whore, m a little viUa at some distance 
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' The nrarmuring billows of the deep 
Have languish’d into silent sleep ; 

I And mark I the flitting sea-birds lave 

' Their plumes in the reflecting wave ; 

I While cranes from hoary winter fly 

! To flutter in a kinder sky. 

I Now the genial star of day 

1 Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 

I 

, fironi the city, commanding a view of the JEgean Sea and 
t the i<iLmds, he contemplated the beauties of nature and 
, enjoyed the felicitits of retirement Vide Barnes, in Anac. 
j Vita, xxxv This supposition, however unauthentieated, 
1 forms a pleasing association, which rendeis the poem more 
i interesting. 

I Chevreau says, that Gregory Kazianzenus has paraphrased 
' somewhere this description of Spring ; but I cannot meet with 
it. See Chevreau, CEuvres Melees. 

Compare with this ode (says Degen) the verses of Hagew 
dorn, book fourth, ‘ der Friiiiling,’ and book fifth, * der Mai* ” 

W^kile virgin Graces^ warm with May^ 

Fling roses o'er her dewy way.l De Pauw reads, Xapiras 
^oda ^pmvau/f the roses display their graces.” This is not 
imingenious ; but we lose by it the beauty of the personifica- 
tion, to the boldness of which Regnier has rather frivolously 
objected. 

The murmuring hiUows of the deep 

Mam UnguisFd, into silent sleep, §*0,] It has been justly 
remarked, that the liquid flow of the line wiraXwerou yoA'qyyj 
m perfectly expressive of the tranquillity which it describes. 


M 2 
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And cultur’d field, and mnding stream, 
Are freshly glittering in his beam. 

Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flow-ery bells; 
Gemming shoots the olire twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 

Ail along the branches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits w’e see, 

Nursing into luxury. 


And cultured field, and wmding stream, §*c.] By ^porcav epya 
“ the works of men ” (says Baxter), he means cities, temples, 
and towns, which are then illuminated by the beams of the 
sim 


\ 

I 
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ODE XLVIL 


I 


’Tis true? my fading years decline. 

Yet can I quaff tke brimming wine, 

As deep as any stripling fair, 

Wliose cheeks the flush of morning wear ; 
And if, amidst the anton crew, 

I*m call’d to wind the dance’s clue, 

Then shalt thou see this vigorous hand, 
Not faltering on the Bacchant’s wand, 

But brandishing a rosy flask, 

The only thyrsus e’er I’ll ask ! 


Bid brandishing a rosy flash. §*c.] A<tkos was a kind of j 
I leathern vessel for wine, very much in use^ as should seem [ 

j by the proverb aaicos «rat SrvXaKos, which was applied to those 

I who were intemperate in eating and drinking. This proverb 
j is mentioned in some verses quoted by Athtnmus, irom the 
* Hesione of Alexis. 

; 77ie onhj thjrsns e'er PU ash Phomutus assigns as a 
j reason for the consecration of the thyrsus to Bacchus, that 
j inebriety often renders the support of a stick very necessary. 
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Let those, vrho pant for Glory’s charms, 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 

While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond this bowl. 

Then fill it high, my ruddy slave, 

And bathe me in its brimming wave. 

For though my fading years decay, 

Though manhood’s prime hath pass’d away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divine, 

With blushes borrow'd from my wine, 
rii wanton ’mid the dancing train, 

And live my follies o’er again I 
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ODE XLYIIL 


When* my tMrsty soul I steep, 

Erery sorrow’s lulFd to sleep. 

Talk of monarclis I I am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 

Careless o'er my cup I sing, 

Fancy makes me more than king ; 

* Gives me wealthy Croesus' store, 

t Can I, can I wish for more ? 

i On my velvet couch reclining, 

I Ivy leaves my brow entwining, 

While my soul expands with glee, 

' What are kings and crowns to me 

If before my feet they lay, 

I would spurn them ail away I 

Ivy leaves my hrow entwining^ §*0.] ** The ivy was conse- 

j crated to Bacchus (says Montfeucon), because he formerly lay 
' hid under that tree, or, as others will have it, because its leaves 
resemble those of the vine ” Other reasons for its consecra- 
i tion, and the use of it in garlands at banquets, may be found 
i in Longepieire, Barnes, &c. See. 


! 
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Arm je, arm ye, men of might, 
Hasten to the sanguine fight ; 
But let me, my budding vine ! 
Spill no other blood than thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see, 
That alone bhall vanquish me — 
'lYho think it better, vriser far 
To fall in banquet than in war. 


Anniji.^ aim ye, mm of might, 

Ilaste/i to the saitguine fight I ha\ e <rlopted the inter- 
pretation of llegnier and others — 

Aim segua Maite feio , 

Che so] Bacco e ’1 inio conforto. 
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ODE XLIX. 


When Bacclms^, Jo%’e’s immortal boy^ 

The rosy liarbiiiger of joy, 

WIio, with the Mxn-hiiie of the bor^l, 

Th:n\» the winter of our soul — 

IVLen to my inmost core he glides. 

And bathes it w'lth his ruby tides, 

A flow of joj\ a lively heat, 

Fire*? my brain, and wings my feet, 

This, the preceding ode- and a few more of the same cha- 
racter, are merely chansons a bo:re , — the effusions probably 
of the moment of con\] virility, and afterwards sung, we may 
imagine, with rapture throughout Greece. But that interest- 
ing association, by which they always recalled the convivial 
emotions that produced them, can now be little felt even by 
the most enthusiastic reader ; and much less by a phlegmatic 
grammarian, who sees nothing in them but <halects and par- 
ticles, 

ttnV/i tZie sunshine o f the howl, 

Thaws the winter of our soul — ] Avatos is the title which 
he gives to Bacchus in the original. It is a curious circum- 
stance, that Plutarch mistook the name of Le\i among the 
Jews for A€vt (one of the bacchanal cries), and accordingly 
supposed that they worshipped Bacchus. 
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Calling up round me visions known 
To lovers of the bowl alone. 

Sing, sing of love, let music’s sound 
In melting cadence float around, 
While, mj young Venus, thou and I 
Responsive to its murmurs sigh. 

Then, waking from our blissful trance, 
Again we’ll sport, again well dance. 
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ODE L. 

Whex wine I quaff, before mj eyes 
: Dreams of poetic glory rise; 

' And fre^ien'd by tiie goblet’s dews, 

' My sou! irnokes the heavenly Muse. 

i 

i 

’ Faber thinks this Ode spurious ; but, I believe, he is singular 
j in his opinion. It has all the spirit of our author Like ' 

the wreatn which he presented m the dream, “ it smells of 
! Anacreon.” 

' The form of the original is remarkable. It is a kmd of song ' 

' of seven quatram stanzas, each begmmng with the line | 

! ‘Or* eyof wteo tov oivov, 

j The first stanza alone is incomplete, consisting but of three 
j lines. 

! Compare with this poem (says Degen) the verses of Ha- 

gedorn, lib. v., ‘der Wein,’ where that divine poet has wantoned 
in the praises of wine ” 

When wine I quaffs hefore my eyes 

Dreams of po£trc glory rise “Anacreon is not the only 
one (says Longepierre) whom wine has inspired with poetry J 
We find an epigram in the first book of the Anthologia, which 
b^;ins thus : — * 

Oivos Toi peyas TreXet Imros 

fie mvwVi koXov ov rmoss esray. 
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When wine I drink, all sorrow’s o’er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the railing wind 
Each gloomy phantom of the mind. 

When I drink wine, th’ ethereal boy, 

Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 

And while we dance through vernal bower*, 
Whose ev’ry breath comes fresh from fiowers, 
In wine he makes my senses swim, 

Till the gale breathes of nought but him ! 

Again I drink, — and, lo, there seems 
A calmer light to fill my dreams ; 

If with water you fill up your glasses. 

You’ll never write any thing wise ; 

For -wine’s the true horse of Parnassus, 

Which carries a bard to the skies 1 

And while we dance through vernal howerSi ^cJ] If some of 
the translators had observed Doctor Trapp’s caution, with 
regard to ‘XQXvandea'iv (m ev avpats^ “ Cave ne ccelum intelhgas,” 
they would not have spoiled the simplicity of Anacreon’s 
fancy, by such extevagant conceptions as the following : — 

Quand je hois, mon ceil s’imagine 
Q,ue, dans un tourbillon plein de parfiims divers, 

Bacchus m’ importe dans les airs, 

Eempli de sa liqueur divine. 
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The lately mffled wreath I spread 
With steadier hand around my head ; | 

Then take the lyre, and sing how blest 
The life of him who lires at re^t I ” 

But then comes witchiiig wine again. 

With glorious woman in its train ; 

And, hile rich perfumes round me rise, 

That seem the breath of woman’is sighs. 

Bright shapes of every hue and form, ' 

Upon my kindling fancy swarm, 

Till the whole \\orld of beauty seems ; 

To crowd into my dazzled dreams I j 

When thus I drink, my heart refines, | 

And rises as the cup declines ; 

Rises in the genial flow, j 

That none but social spirits know, I 

When, with young revellers, round the bowl, ! 
The old themselves grow young in soul ! 

Or this : — 

Indi mi mena 
Mentre Heto ebro, deliro, 

Baceho in giro 

Per la vaga aura serena. 

WlieUf with young revellers, round the bowl, 

The old themsdves grow young in soulQ Subjoined to t 
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Oh, when I drink, true joy is mine, 

There’s bliss in every drop of wine. 

1 All other blessings I have known, 

j I scarcely dar’d to call my own ; 
j But this the Fates can ne’er destroy, 

I Till death o’ershadows all my joy. 

I Gail’s edition of Anacreon, we find some curious letters upon 
j the Biaarot of the ancients, which appeared in the French 
I Journals. At the opening of the Odeon in Paris, the inan- 
; agers of that spectacle requested Professor Gail to give them 
^ some uncommon name for their :^tes. He suggested the 
I word “ Thiase,” which was adopted ; hut the literati of Pans 
j questioned the propriety of the term, and addressed their 
! criticisms to Gail through the medium of the public prints. 
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I 

i 

t 

I 

' ODE LI. 

! 

Fly not tiiiis my brow of snow. 

Lovely wanton I fly not so. 

, TliMiigh tlie wane of age L mine, 

j Tliougli yoiitlf^ brilliarit flii^ii be tliine. 

; Still I’m doom'd to sigii for tiiee, 

I Ble-t, if tlioa could^t sigli for me! 


Alberti has imitated this ode , and Capiiupus, in the foJ- 
lowing epigram, has gi^en a \ersioii of it ; — 

Cur, Lalage, mea 'vita, meos contemnis amores ^ 

-Cur fugis e nostro puichra puella smu ? 

Ne fugias, smt spaxsa licet mea tempora cams, 

Inque tuo roseus fulgeat ore color. 

Aspice ut intextas deceant quoque flore coroilai» 

Candida purpureis iilia nusta rosis. 

Oh ’ why repel my soul’s impassion’d vo'w. 

And fly, beloved maid, these longing arms’ 

Is It, that wintry time has strew’d my brow. 

While thine are aU the summer’s roseate charms ’ 

See the rich garland cull’d in vernal weather, 

TVliere the jouiig rosebud with the lily glows, 

So, in Love’s wreath we both may twine together, 

And X the lily be, and thou the rose. 
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' See, in yonder flowery braid, 

j Cull’d for thee, my blushing maid. 

How the rose, of orient glow. 

Mingles with the lily’s snow ; 

Mark, how sweet their tints agree. 

Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 

, See, in yonder Jiowery hraid, 

' CtdTd for thee, my Hushing maid “ In the same manner 
! that Anacreon pleads for the whiteness of his locks, from the 
’ beauty of the colour m garlands, a shepherd, in Tlieocritus, 
* endeavours to recommend his black hair : — 

I Kat TO lov fieXav ecrri, Kai a ypavra ^aKivBos, 

1 AA\* ejjLTras rots oretpapots ra irpcara Asyovrat.” 

1 Longepicrre, Barnes, §* 0 . 
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i ODE LII. 

I 

1 Away, away, ye mea of rules, 

! Wiiat have I to do with schools ? 
j They’d make me learn, they’d make me think, 
But would they make me love and drink ? 

Teach me this, and let me swim 
My soul upon the goblet s brim ; 

Teach me this, and let me twnne 
Some fond, responsive heart to mine, 

** This is doubtless the work of a more modem poet than 
Anacreon ; for at the period when he lived rhetoricians were 
j not known.” — Degen. 

, Though this ode is found in the Vatican manuscript, 
I I am much inclined to agree in this argument against its 
I authenticity ; for though the dawnjngs of the art of rhetoric 
j might already have appeared, the first who gave it any celebrity 
I was Corax of Syracuse, and he flourished in the century after 
! Anacreon. 

j Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in his aver- 
sion to the labours of learning, as well as his devotion to 
voluptuousness. Ilacrav vai^etav fjLoKaptoi tpevyere, said the 
philosopher of the garden in a letter to Pythocles. 

Teack me this, and let me twine 

S&me fond, respomive heart to minefl By ^(pvorys AippoBirrjs 
i I. N 
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For, age begins to blanch my brow, 
Fve time for nought but pleasure now. 


Fly, and cool my goblef s glow 
At yonder fountain’s gelid flow' ; 
ni quaff, my boy, and calmly sink 
This soul to slumber as I drink. 

Soon, too soon, my jocund slave, 

You’li deck your master’s grassy grave ; 
And there’s an end — for ah, you know' 
They drink but little wine below I 


here, I understand some beautiful girl, in the same manner 
that Avatos is often used for wine. “ Golden ” is frequently 
an epithet of beauty. Thus in Virgil, “ Venus aurea and 
in Propertius, “ Cynthia aurea.” Tibullus, however, calls an 
old woman “ golden ” 

The translation d’ Anton Anonimi, as usual, wantons on 
i this passage of Anacreon : 

E m’ insegni con piu rare 
Forme aceorte d’involare 
Ad amahile heltade 
II bel cinto d’ onestade. 

I* 

And there's an end — far ah, you know 

They drink hut little wine helow Thus Mamard — 

La 3Iort nous guette ; et quand ses lois 
Nous ont enfennes une fois 
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Au sein d’une fosse profonde, | 

Adieu bons vms et bon repas ; ; 

Ma science ne trouve pas < 

Des cabarets en Tautre monde. I 

Fro 1 Mainard, Gombauid, and Be Cailly, old French I 
poets, sjrne of the best epigrams of the English language ha%e | 
been !i^rrD’’Yel 


I 


N 
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ODE LIIl. 


When I behold the festive train 
Of dancing youth, I’m young again ! 
Memory wakes her magic trance. 

And wings me lightly through the dance. 

Come, Cybeba, smiling maid I 

Cull the flower and twine the braid ; 

Bid the blush of summer’s rose 
Burn upon my forehead’s sno^v'i ; 


Bid the blush of summer's rose 

Burn upon mp forehead's snows , §*0. ] Licetus, in his Hierogly- 
phica, quoting two of our poet’s odes, wherehe calls to his attend- 
ants for garlands, remarks, « Constat igitur lloreas coroni^ poetis 
et potantibus in symposio convenire, non autem sapientibus 
et philosophiam affectantibus ” — “ It appears that wreaths of 
flowers were adapted for poets and revellers at banquets, but 
' by no means became those who had pretensions to wisdom 
> and philosophy On this principle, m his 152d chapter, he 
discovers a refinement in Virgil, describing the garland of the 
poet Silenus, as fallen off ; which distinguishes, he thinks, the 
divine intoxication of Silenus from that of common drunkards, 
who always wear their crowns while they drink. Such is the 
” labor ineptiarum ” of commentators ^ 
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And let me, while the wild and young 
Trip the mazy dance along, 

Fling my heap of years away, 

And be as mid, as young, as they. 

Hither haste, some cordial soul I 
Help to my lips the brimming bowl ; 
x\nd you shall see this hoary sage 
Forget at once his locks and age. 

Fie still can chant the festive hj-mn, 

He still can kiss the goblef s brim ; 

As deeply quaff, as largely fill, 

And play the fool right nobly still. 

He stiU can kiss the gohkfs brim , ] Wine is prescribed 

by Galen, as an excellent medicine for old men . “ Quod 
frigidos et buraoribus expletos calefiaciat, &c but Nature 
was Anacreon’s physician. 

There is a proverb in Eriphus, as quoted by Athenajus, 
which says, “ that wine makes an old man dance, whether he 
will or not,” 

Acyos ec'T* apxoaos, ov KaKws 
OiPov 7<jeyov(Ti, rovs yepotnas, <o Trarep, 

UeiBeip ^eTwpras. 
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ODE LIV. 

Methinks, tlie pictur’d bull we see 
Is amorous Jove — it must be he ! 

How fondly blest he seems to bear 
That fairest of Phcenician fair ! 

How proud he breasts the foamy tide. 

And spurns the billowy surge aside ! 

Could any beast of vulgar vein, 

Undaunted thus defy the main ? 

This ode is written upon a picture which represented the 
rape of Europe ” — Madame Dacier, 

It may probably have been a description of one of those 
coins, which tbe Sidonians struck off in honour of Europa, 
representmg a woman carried across the sea by a bull. 
Thus Natalis Comes, lib. viii. cap. 23. " Sidonii nu- 
mismata cum foemina tauri dorso insidente ac mare transfre- 
tante cuderunt in ejus honorem.” In the little treatise upon 
the goddess of Syria, attributed very falsely to Lucian, there 
is mention of this coin, and of a temple dedicated by the 
Sidonians to Astart6, whom some, it appears, confounded with 
Europa. 

The poet Moschus has left a very beautiful idyl on tbe story 
of Europa, 
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Xo: he descends from climes above. 

He looks the God, he breathes of Jove ! 

No he descends from citoies ahoie. 

He ho^s the God^ he breathes of Joce '] Thus Moschus • — 
Kpr'ye Kai rpr^e Kri y^vero raupos. 

The God forgot himself, his heaven, for love, 

And a bull’s form belied th’ almighly Jo%e. 
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ODE LV, 

While we invoke tke wreathed spring, 
Resplendent rose I to thee well sing ; 

Resplendent rose, the flower of flowers, 

Whose breath perfumes th* Olympian bowers ; 

This ode is a brilliant panegyric on the rose “ All an- 
tiquity (says Barnes) has produced nothing more beautiful.” 

From the idea of peculiar excellence, which the ancients 
attached to this dower, arose a pretty proverbial expression, 
used by Aristophanes, according to Suidas, ^o5a eipiy/cay, 
“ You ha\e spoken roses,” a phrase somewhat similar to the 
“ dire des fleurettes ” of the French. In the same idea of ex- 
cellence ongmated, I doubt not, a very curious application of 
the word poSoi', for which the inquisitive reader may consult 
Gaulminus upon the epithalamium of our poet, where it is 
introduced in the romance of Theodorus. Muretus, in one 
of his ele^es, calls his mistress his rose : — 

Jam te igitur rursus teneo, formosula, jam te 

(Quid trepidas’) teneo ; jam, rosa, te teneo. Eleg. 8, 
Now I again may clasp thee, dearest. 

What is there now, on earth, thou fearest ? 

Again these longing arms infold thee. 

Again, my rose, agam I hold thee. 

This, hke most of the terms of endearment in the modem 
Latin poets, is taken from Plautus ; they were vulgar and 



ODES OF AXACREOK. 


185 i 


Whose virgin blush, of chasten'd dje, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 

When pleasure’s spring-tide season glows, 
The Graces love to wreathe the rose ; 
And Venus, in its fresh-blown leaves, 

An emblem of herself perceives. 

Oft hath the poet’s magic tongue 
The rose’s fair luxuriance sung ; 


colloquial in his time, but are among* the elegancies of the * 
modem Latinists. 

Fasseratius alludes to the ode before us, in the beginmng of 
his poem on the Rose . — 

Carmine digna rosa est ; vellem caneretur ut illam 
Teius arguta cecinit testudine vates. 

Resplendent rose f io thee we^U sinp I have passed over 
the line crvv eraipet av^ei which is corrupt m this original 

reading, and has been very little improved by the annotators. 

I should suppose it to be an interpolation, if it were not for a 
line which occurs afterwards : <pep€ drj <pv<nv Xeyapev* 

And FenuSf in, its fresh-blown leaves, &*c.] Belleau, in a note 
upon an old French poet, quoting the original here atppobicrmp 
raBvppa, translates it, comme les d^Hces et mignardises de 
Venus.’* 

Oft has the pmfs magic tongue 

The rose's fair luxuriance sung , ] The following is a 

fragment of the Lesbian poete&s. It is cited in the romance 
of Achilles Tatius, who appears to have resolved the numbers 
into prose. E* rots ax>$e<nv 7j6eAsv & Zetrjr ewiBeivm ra 
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And long the Muses, heavenly maids, 

Have rear’d it in their tuneful shades. 

When, at the early glance of morn, 

It sleeps upon the glittering thorn, 

’Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence, 

To cull the timid flowret thence. 

And wipe with tender hand away 
The tear that on its blushes lay ! 

’Tis sweet to hold the infant stems, 

Yet dropping with Aurora’ s gems, 

poBov av rcav eSmiMve, 77 ?f €crri KOffi^os, (pvnav ay\al(T^at 

0(pdctXii05 avOeav, Mipxavos epvdTjfia, /caXXos affrpwnrov. Epwroy 
'jTvei, A(ppo8ir7]v irpo^evei, €V€iSe(ri <pvA\ois fcofia, evKiP'Tjrois 
weraAois to ‘k^toXov X€<pvpcp 7€A.a. 

If Jove would give the leafy bowers 
A queen for all their world of flowers. 

The rose would be the choice of Jove, 

And blush, the queen of every grove. 

Sweetest child of weeping morning, 

Gem, the vest of earth adorning, 

Eye of gardens, light of lavms, 

Nursling of soft summer dawns ; 

Love’s own earliest sigh it breathes, 

Beauty’s brow with lustre wreathes, 

And, to young Zephyr’s warm caresses, 

Spreads abroad its verdant tresses, 

Tm, blushing with the wanton’s play, 

Its cheek wears ev’n a richer ray ! 
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And fre^li inhale the spicy sighs 
Tiiat from the ^^eeping hudt arise. 


When revel reigns, when mirth is high. 
And Bacchus beams in eveiy eye. 

Our rosy fillets scent exhale, 

And fill with balm the fainting gale. 
There's nought in nature bnght or gay, 
Where ro^es do not shed their ray. 

When morning paints the orient '^kies, 
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes ; 
Young nymphs betray the rose’s hue, 

O’er whitest arms it kindles through. 

In Cytherea’s form it glows, 

And mingles with the living snot^s. 


The rose distils a healing balm, 

The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 

When mominff paints the orient skies. 

Her fingers hum with roseate dyes , |rc ] In the original 
here, he enumerates the many epithets oF beauty, borrowed 
from roses, which were used by the poets, Ttapa croipunf, 
We see that poets were dignified in Greece with the title of 
sages . e\ en the careless Anacreon, who hved but for love and 
voluptuousness, was called by Plato the wise Anacreon — “fuit 
haec sapientia quondam.” 
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Preserves tke cold inurned clay? 

And mocks the vestige of decay : 
And -when at length, in pale decline, 
Its iorid beauties fade and pine, 


Presses the cold inurned day, ^c.] He here alludes to the 
use of the rose in embalming; and, perhaps (as Barnes thinks), 
to the rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the corpse of 
Hector. — Homer’s Ihad It may likewise regard the an- 
cient practice of putting garlands of roses on the dead, as in 
Statius, Theb. lib. x 782, 

hi sertls, hi veris honore soiuto 

Accumulant artus, patnaque in sede reponunt 
Corpus odoratum. 

Where “ veris honor,” though it mean every kind of flowers, 
may seem more particularly to refer to the rose, which our 
poet in another ode calls eapos fisX-nfia, We read, in the 
Hieroglyphics of Pierms, hb Iv that some of the ancients 
used to order in their wills, that roses should be annually 
scattered on their tombs, and Pierius has adduced some se- 
pulchral inscriptions to this purpose. 

And mocks the vestige of decay •] When he says that this 
flower prevails over time itself, he still alludes to its eflicacy 
in embalment (tenera poneret ossa rosa. Propert lib. i. 
eleg. 17.), or perhaps to the subsequent idea of its flragranee 
surviving its bea^ity ; for he can scarcely mean to praise for 
duration the “nimiurn breves flores” of the rose. Philos- 
tratus compares this flower with love, and says, that they both 
defy the influence of time; XP^vov 5c oure Epojs, oure poSa otSev. 
Unfortunately the similitude lies not in their duration, but 
their transience. 
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Sweet as in Toutli, its balmy breath ; 

Diffuses odour even in death I ! 

Oh I whence could such a plant have sprung ? j 

Listen, — for thus the tale is sung. t 

When, humid, from the silvery stream, ! 

I 

Effusing beauty’s warmest beam, ' 

Venus appear'd, in flushing hues, ‘ 

Mellow’d by ocean’s briny dews ; ) 

When, in the starry courts above, 

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove 
Disclos’d the nymph of azure glance, 

The nymph who shakes the martial lance ; — 

Then, then, in strange eventful hour, 

The earth produc’d an infant flower, 

Which sprung, in blushing glories drest, 

And wanton’d o’er its parent breast. 

t 

Sweet as in youths its halmy breath 

Diffuses odour even in death Thus Casper Barlceus, in 
his Ritus Nuptiarum : 

Arabrosium late rosa tune quoque spargit odorem, 

Cum Suit, aut miilto languida sole 

Nor then the rose its odour loses. 

When all its flushing beauties die ; 

Nor less ambrosial halm diffuses. 

When wither’d by the solar eye 
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j The gods beheld this brilliant birth, 

! And haiFd the Rose, the boon of earth ! 

' With nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

I And bade them bloom, the flowers divine 
Of him who gave the glorious vine ; 
i And bade them on the spangled thorn 
I Expand their bosoms to the morn. 

i 

‘ Wiih nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

j The sweetly orient buds they dyed, ^c.] The author of the 
' “ Pervigilium Veneris ” (a poem attributed to Catullus, the 

] style of which appears to me to have all the laboured luxuri- 
j ance of a much later period) ascribes the tmcture of the rose 
I to the blood from the wound of Adonis — 

i 

t rosaj 

j Fusse aprmo de cruore — 

according to the emendation of Lipsms. In the following 
epigram this hue is differently accounted for — 

Ilia quidem studiosa suum defendere Adonim, 
Oradivus stricto quera petit ense feros, 

Affixit duris vestigia cseca rosetis, 

Albaque divino picta cruore rosa est. 

While the enamour’d queen of joy 
Flies to prAtect her lovely hoy. 

On whom the jealous war-god rushes *, 

She treads upon a thomed rose, 

And while the wound with crimson flows, 

The snowy flowret feels her blood, and blusLes i 
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ODE LVI. 

He, who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer s dew, 

And taste, uncloy’d by rich exce&ses 
Ail the bliss that mne possesses ; 

He, tvho inspires the youth to bound 
Elastic through the dance’s round, — 

Bacchus, the god again is here, 

And leads along the blushing year ; 

The blushing year with vintage teems, 

Ready to shed those cordial streams. 

Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Uz, Hb. i. * die 
Weinlese.’ ” — Degen, 

Thk appears to be one of the hymns which were simg at 
the anniversary festival of the vintage ; one of the ^wiKtivioi 
y.uwi, as onr poet himself terms them in the ififty-ninth ode. 
We cannot help feeling a sort of reverence for tne..3 classic relics 
of the religion of antiquity. Horace may be supposed to have 
written the nineteenth ode of his second book, and the twenty- 
fifth of the third, for some bacchanalian celebration of this 
kind. 
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Wkich, sparkling in Ike cup of mirtli. 
Illuminate the sons of earth I 

Then, when the ripe and vermil wine, — 
Blest infant of the pregnant vine, 

Which now in mellow clusters swells, — 
Oh ! when it bursts its roseate cells, 
Brightly the joyous stream shall flow, 

To balsam every mortal woe ! 

None shall be then cast down or weak, 

For health and joy shall light each cheek ; 
No heart will then desponding sigh, 

For wine shall bid despondence fly. 

Thus — till another autumn's glow 
Shall bid another vintage flow. 


Which, sparUinff in ihe cup of mirth, 

lUtminate the sons of earth /] In the original ttotof wttovop 
K ofju&ov. Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here had the 
nepenthe of Homer in his mind. Odyssey, lib. iv. This ne- 
penthe was a something of exquisite charm, infused by Helen 
into the wine of her guests, which had the power of dispelling 
every anxiety* _^A French writer, De Mer4 conjectures that 
this spell, which made the bowl so beguiEng, was the cbarir 
of Helen’s conversation. See Bayle, art. Helene. 
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ODE LYIL : 

, t 

i I 

Whose was the artist Iiand that spread 

Upon this disk the ocean’s bed ? ; 

^ And, in a flight of fancy, high 

> As aught on earthly wing can fly, •' 

! . . ! 

i This ode is a \ery animated description of a picture of 

! Venus on a discus, ’w hich represented the goddess in her first 

I emergence from the wa-ves About two centuries after our 

I poet wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles embellished this 
subject, in his famous painting of the Venus Anadyomene, the [ 
model of which, as Pliny informs us, was the beautiful Cam- 1 

paspe, given to him by Alexander ; though, according to | 

Natalis Comes, lib. vii. cap. 16 ., it was Phryne who sat to 
Apelles for the face and breast of this Venus. 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the ode before us, 
which have influenced Faber, Heyne, Brunck, &c. to denounce 
the whole poem as spurious. But, “ non ego paucis offeudar 
maeuiis.’^ I think it is quite beautiful enough to be authentic. 

Jf^ose was the artist hand that spread 

Upon this disk the ocean’s bed f] The abmpwws of apa ns 
ropeme iroyroy, is finely expressive of sudden admiration, and 
is one of those beauties, which we cannot but admire in their 
source, though, by frequent imitation, they are now become 
familiar and unimpressive. 

B 


O 
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Depicted tliiis, in semblance warm. 

The Queen of Love’s voluptuous form 
Floating along the silv’ry sea 
In beauty’s naked majesty ! 

Oh ! he hath given th’ enamour'd sight 
A witching banquet of delight, 

Where, gleaming through the waters clear, 
Glimpses of undreamt charms appear, 

And all that mystery loves to screen, 
Fancy, like Faith, adores unseen. 


Light as a leaf, that on the breeze 
Of summer skims the glassy seas, 

She floats along the ocean’s breast, 

Which undulates in sleepy rest ; 

While stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the heaving billows. 

Jnd aU that mystery loves to screen. 

Fancy, like Faith, adores unseen, ^c,] The picture here has 
all the deHeate character of the semi-reducta Venus, and affords 
a happy specimen of what the poetry of passion ought to he — 
glowing buyhfough a veil, and stealmg upon the heart firom 
concealment. Tew of the ancients have attained this modesty 
of description, which, like the golden cloud that hung over 
Jupiter and Juno, is impervious to every beam but that of 
fancy. 
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Her bosom, like the dew-wasla'd rose, 

Her neck, like April's sparkling snows, 
j Illume tlie liquid path sbe traces, 

And burn mtbia the stream’s embraces, 

) 

j Thus on she moves, in languid pride, 

; Encircled by the azure tide, 

j As some fair lily o’er a bed 

1 Of violets bends its graceful head, 

^ Beneath their queen's inspiring glance, 

j The dolphins o’er the green sea dance, 
j Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
j And infant Love with smiles of fire I 

I Her bosom, like the dew-washed rose, *‘*Po5e«w)y' (says an 
I anonymous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the bosom. ” 
I Heither Catullus nor Gray have been of his opinion. The 
former has the expression, 

En hie in roseis latet papillis. 

And the latter, 

Bo 1 where the rosy-bosom*d hours, &c. 

Crottus, a modem Latinist, might indeed be censured for 
too vague a use of the epithet rosy,” when he applies it to 
the eyes : — “ e roseis oculis.” 

young Desire, In the original T/xepos, who 

was the same deity with Jocus among the Romans. Aurelius 
Augurelius has a poem beginning — 


O 2 
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I While, glittering through the silver waves, 

’ The tenants of the briny caves 

j Around the pomp their gambols play, 

: And gleam along the watery way. 

j 

^ Invitat olim Bacchus ad coenam suos 

i Comon, Jocura, Cupidinem. 

f Which Pamdl has closely imitated : — 

j Gay Bacchus, likmg Estcourt’s wine, 

' A noble meal bespoke us ; 

j And for the guests that were to dine, 

I Brought Comus, Love, and Jocus, &e. 
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ODE mil. ^ 

I I 

! When' Gold, as fleet as zephyr’ s pinion. ■ 

I Escapes like any faithless minion, i 

And flies me (as he flies me ever), ! 

Do I pursue him ? never, never I ^ 

I 

I . . , ^ 

j I have followed Barnes’s arrangement of this ode, which, I 

I though deviating somewhat from the Vatican MS., appears to { 

me the more natural order j 

Jfhe7i Goldi as fleet as zephyr's pinion^ 

Escapes like any faitMess minion^ §*c ] In the original 'O 1 
dpaTrerris 6 xpvfros'. There is a kind of pun in these words, as 
Madame Dacier has already remarked ; for Chrysos, which 

I signifies gold, was also a frequent name for a slave. In one 
of Lucian’s dialogues, there is, I think, a similar play upon 
the word, where the followers of Chrysippus are called golden 
fishes. The puns of the ancients are, in general, even more 
\apid Jhan our own ; some of the best are those recorded of 
Diogenes. 

j And flies me (as he flies me ever), §*c.] A« 8*, aei pe (pevyet. 

’ This grace of iteration has already been tgken notice of. 
Though sometimes merely a playful beauty, it is peculiarly 
expressive of impassioned senilment, and we may easily believe 
that it was one of the many sources of that energetic sensibility 
which breathed through the style of Sappho. See Gyrald 
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No, let the false deserter go, 
j For who 'VTonld court his direst foe ? 

{ But, when I feel my lighten’d mind 
J No more by grovelling gold confin’d, 

t 

I Then loose I all such clinging cares, 

! And cast them to the vagrant airs, 

I Then feel I, too, the Muse’s spell, 

> And wake to life the dulcet shell, 

I Which, rous’d once more, to beauty sings, 
j While love dissolves along the strings I 

j But, scarcely has my heart been taught 

How little Gold deserves a thought. 

When, lo I the slave returns once more, 
j And with him wafts delicious store 

Of racy wine, whose genial art 
In slumber seals the anxious heart. 

Vet. Poet. Dial 9. It will not be said that this is a me- 
chanical ornament by any one who can feel its charm in those 
lines of Catullus, where he complains of the infidelity of his 

mistress, Lesbia 

CceJLXesbia nostra, Lesbia ilia, 

Ilia Lesbia, quam Catullus unam. 

Plus quam se atque suos amavit omnes, 

Nunc, &c. 

Si sic omnia dixkset ! — but the rest does not bear citation* 
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Again lie tries mr soni to sever ^ 

From love and song, perhaps for ever ! | 

I 

Avray, deceiver ! why pursjiiing | 

Ceaseless thus my heart's undoing r * 

Sweet is the song of amorous fire, I 

Sweet the sighs that thrill the lyre ; | 

Oh I sweeter far than all the gold ; 

Thy -wings can waft, thy mines can hold. j 

Weil do I know thy art», thy — 

They wither’d Love’s young wreathed smile s ; ! 

And o’er his Ivre such darkness shed, I 

V ^ j 

I thought its soul of song was fled ! 

They dash’d the wine-cup, that, by him, 

Was Ailed with kisses to the brim. 

They das¥d the ittne-cttp, iJtaff hy Mm, 

Was JiUei witii Msses to the biim.'] Original . — 

^iXyjjxarmv 8e fcedvcov, 

TIo8uy KweTO^a KipvTjs, 

Horace has “ Desiderique temperare poculum,” not figu- 
ratively, ho-vFever, like Anacreon, but importing the love- 
philtres of the witches. By “ cups of kisses’’ our poet may 
allude to a favourite gallantry among the aneiftiAs, of drinking 
when the lips of their mistresses had touched the brim : — 

** Or leave a kiss within the eup. 

And I’ll not ask for wine.** 
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Go — % to haunts of sordid men, 

But come not near the bard again. 

Thy glitter in the Muse’s shade. 

Scares from her bower the tuneful maid ; 
And not for worlds would I forego 
That moment of poetic glow, 

When my full soul, in Fancy’s stream, 
Pours o’er the lyre its swelling theme. 
Away, away ! to worldlings hence, 

Who feel not this diviner sense ; 

Give gold to those who love that pest, — 
But leave the poet poor and blest. 


As in Ben Jonson’s translation from Philostratus ; and Lucian 
has a conceit upon the same idea, “ 'Ipa /cai mvif}s hfia, m 
tpiKiiSy* “ that you may at once both drink and kiss.” 
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ODE LIX 

Ripen’d bj tlie solar beam, 

Xow tbe ruddy clusters teem, 

In oaier baskets borne along 
By all tlie festal vintage throng 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair. 

Ripe as the melting fruits they bear. 

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes, 
And now the captive stream escapes, 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing, 

And for its bondage proudly blushing ! 
While, round the vat’s impurpled brim, 
The choral song, the vintage hymn 


The title EtiAtjww vpLVos, whicb Barnes has ^ven to this ' 
ode, is by no means appropriate. We have already had one of { 
those hymns (ode SG . ), but this is a description of the vintage ; | 

and the title eis otmv. which it bears in the Vatican MS., is 
more correct than any that have been suggeste-^,, ^ 

Degen, in the true spirit of literary scepticism, doubts that j 
this ode is genuine, without assigning any reason for such a | 
suspicion ; — “ non amo te, Sabidi, nec possum dicere qtiare,*’ 
But this is far from satisfactory criticism. 
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Of rosy youths and virgins fair. 

Steals on the charm’d and echoing air. 

Mark, how they drink, with all their eyes, 

The orient tide that sparkling files, 

The infant Bacchus, born in mirth, 

While Love stands by, to hail the birth. 

When he, whose verging ^^ears decline 
As deep into the vale as mine, 

When he inhales the vintage-cup, 

His feet, new-wing’d, from earth spiing up, 

And as he dances, the fresh air 

Plays wliispering through his silvery hair. 

Meanwhile young groups whom love invites, 

To joys ev’n rivalling wine’s delights, 

Seek, arm in arm, the shadowy grove, 

And there, in words and looks of love. 

Such as fond lovers look and say, 

Pass the sweet moonlight hours away.* 

* Those well acquainted with the original need hardly be 
reminded that, m these few concluding verses, I have thought 
right to give only the general meaning of my author, leaving 
the details untouched. 
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ODE LX. 


Awake to Hfc. mv sleeping fciiell, 

" " I 

To PiicEbiis let tiir numbers swell; ! 

And though no gloriou=^ prize be tliine? ^ 

Xo Pythian wreath around thee twme> | 

Yet every hour is glory’s hour 

To him -who gathers ivisdom’s flower. 

Then wake thee from thy voiceless slumbers. 

And to the soft and Phr^^gian numbers, 

Which, tremblingly, my lips repeat, 

Send echoes from thy chord as sweet. 


This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to hare been ^Titten 
by Anacreon ; and it is undoubtedly rather a sublimer flight 
than the Teian ving is accustomed to soar, ^ut, in a poet of 
whose works so small a proportion has reached us, diversity of 
st\ie is by no means a safe criterion. If we knew Horace but 
as a satirist, should we easily believe there could dwell such 
animation in his lyre ? Suidas says that our po*t wrote hymns, 
and this perhaps is one of them. We can perceive in what an 
altered and imperfect state his works are at present, when we 
find a scholiast upon Horace citing an ode firom the third book 
of Anacreon. 
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’Tis thus the s^van, with fading iiotes^ 

Down the Cayster’s current floats, 

While amorous breezes linger round, 

And sigh responsive sound for sound. 

Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream, 

Thy Phcsbus is my fancy’s theme ; 

And hallow’d is the harp I bear, 

And hallow’d is the wreath I wear, 

Hallow’d by him, the god of lays, 

Who modulates the choral maze. 

I sing the love which Daphne twin’d 
Around the godhead’s yielding mind ; 

I sing the blushing Daphne’s flight 
From this ethereal son of Light ; 

And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew trembling to the kindly shade. 

And how the tender^ timid maid 

Flm trembling to the kindly shade, ^-c.] Original; — 

^ To fiev Kevrpoy, 

^vcreas S* a/ieoj/e jitop<p7}p. 

I find the worn K^prpov here has a double force, as it also 
signiffes that « omnium parentem, quam sanctus Numa, &c. &c.” 
(See Martial,) In order to confirm this import of the word 
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Reisign’d a form, alas, too fair, 

And grew a verdant laurel there ; 

Whose leaves, with sympathetic thnll, 

In terror seem’d to tremble still ! 

The god pursu’d, with wing'd desire ; 

And when his hopes were all on fire, 

And when to clasp the nymph he thought, 

A lifeless tree was ail he caught ; 

And, stead of sighs that pleasure heaves, 
Heard but the west-wind in the leaves ! 

But, pause, my soul, no more, no more — 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar ? 

This sweetly-mad’ning dream of soul 
Hath hurried me beyond the goal. 

Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 

When ah, the song, with sweeter tone, 

Can tell the darts that wound my own ? 

here, those who are curious in new readings^ may place the 
stop after tpvcrms, thus : — 

To fiev exTe^vye Keprpop 
S’ 
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Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 

Still let the nectar’d numbers float, 
Distilling love in every note ! 

And when some youth, whose glowing soul 
Has felt the Paphian star’s control, 

When he the liquid lays shall hear, 

His heart will flutter to his ear, 


StiU he Anacreon, stiU inspire 

The descant of the Teian lyre .*] The original is Tov Ava~ 
Kpeovra. (Ufwv, I have translated it under the supposition that 
the hymn is by Anacreon , though, I fear, from, this very line, 
that his claim to it can scarcely be supported 

Tov Am/cpeovra jiti/xov, “ Imitate Anacreon ” Such is the 
lesson given us by the lyrist ; and if, in poetry, a simple 
elegance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful felicities of 
fancy, be a charm vs^hich invites or deserves imitation, where 
shall we find such a guide as Anacreon^ In morality, too, 
with some little reserve, we need not blush, I think, to follow 
in his footsteps. For if his song be the language of his heart, 
though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and benevolent ; 
and who would not forgive a few ii regularities, when atoned 
for by virtues so rare and so endearing? “When we think 
of the sentiment in those lines . — - 

A. 

Away I I hate the slanderous dart, 

Which steals to wound th’ unwary heart, 

how many are there in the world, to whom we would wish to 
say, Tov AmKpeoyra yipov I 
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And drinking there of song divine; 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 


Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS , whose 
authority helps to confirm the genume antiquity of them all, 
though a few have stolen among the number, which we may 
hesitate in attributing to Anacreon In the little essay prefixed 
to this translation, I observed that Barnes has quoted this manu- 
script incoirectly, relying upon an impeifect copy of it, which 
Isaac Vossius had taken. I shall just mention two or three 
instances of this ixiaccuracy — the first which occur to me. In 
the ode of the Hove, on the words Urepouri crvyKaKvij/co, he says, 
“ Vatican MS- crvcrKiaCccy, etiam Prisciano invito . ” but the 
MS. reads with o-vcrKLcura) interlined Hegen too, 

on the same line, is somewhat in error. In the twenty-second 
ode of this series, line thirteenth, the MS. has renTj with ai 
interlmed, and Barnes imputes to it the reading of revBirj, In 
the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, he professes to have preserved 
the reading of the MS. AAaXrifiepTf 5’ ctt’ avryj, while the latter 
has aXaXrifxevos 8* €7r* aara. Almost all the other annotators 
have transplanted these errors from Barnes. 
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ODE LXL 

Youth’s endearing charms are fled ; 

Hoary locks deform my head ; 

Bloomy graces, dalliance gay, 

All the flowers of life decay. 

The intrusion of this melancholy ode, among the careless 
levities of our poet, reminds us of the skeletons which the 
Egyptians used to hang up in their banquet-rooms, to inculcate 
a thought of mortality even amidst the dissipations of mirth. 
If it were not for the beauty of its numbers, the Teian Muse 
should disown this ode. “ Quid habet illius, illius quai spi- 
rabat amores?” 

To Stobseus we are indebted for it. 

Bloomy graces, dalliance gay, 

AU the flowers of life decay, ] Horace often, with feeling and 
elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoyments. See 
book ii. ode 11. ; and thus in the second epistle, book ii. ; ■— 

Singula de nobis anni pr^dantur euntes ; * 

Eripuerejocos, venerem, convivia, ludum. 

The wing of every passing day 
Withers some blooming joy away ; 

And wafts from our enamour’d arms 
The banquet’s mirth, the virgin’s charms. 



OBES OE ANACREON. 


209 


Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o’er my face ; ! 

Time has shed its sweetest bloom, 

All the future must be gloom. • 

This it is that sets me sighing; i 

Dreary is the thought of dying ! i 

Lone and dismal is the road, j 

Down to Pluto’s dark abode ; j 

And, when once the journey’s o’er, ! 

Ah ! we can return no more ! ; 

I 

Dreary is the thought of dying f §*0.] Regnier, a libertine ; 
^ French poet, has written some sonnets on the approach of ' 

{ death, full of gloomy and trembling repentance- Chaulieu, j 

however, supports more consistently the spirit of the Epi- ' 
I curean philosopher. See his poem, addressed to the Marquis ‘ 
S de Lafare — 

Plus j’approche du terme et moins je le redoute, dec 
And, when once thejourney^s o’er, 

I Ah! we can return no more/] Scaligcr, upon Catullus’s 
j well-known lines, « Q,ui nunc it per iter, &c.” remarks, that ' 
Acheron, with the same idea, is called ave^odos by Theocritus, 

• and dvcreKdpofjLOs by Meander. 

{ 

1 
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ODE LXII. 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught. 

As e’er was fill’d, as e’er was quaff d ; 
But let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape’s intemperate glow ; 


This ode consists of two fragments, which are to be found m 
Athenaius, book x., and which Barnes, from the similarity of 
their tendency, has combined into one. Itlunkthis a very 
justifiable hberty, and have adopted it iii some other frag- 

ments ofour poet. „ 

Beo-en refers us here to verses of Uz, hb. iv., der Tnuker. 


But Ut the water amply flow. 

To cool the grape's mtemperate glow ; §*c j It was Am- 

phictyon who first taught the Greeks to mix water with their 
wine; in commemoration of which eireumstanee they erected 
altars to Bacchus and the nymphs. On this mythological 
-iiiomrv the foUowina epigram is founded 


Ardentem ex utero Semeles lavere liyceum 
TSTaiades, extiucto fulimnis igne sacri ; 

Cum uymphis igitur tractabilis, at sine nymphis 
Candenti rursus fulmine cornpitur. 

PlERIUS VaLEBIANUS. 
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Let not the fiery god be single, 

But with the nymphs in union mingle. 

For though the bowl’s the grave of sadness, 
Ne’er let it be the birth of madness. 

No, banish from our board to-night 
’ The revelries of rude delight ; 

To Scythians leave these wild excesses, 
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses I 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe, 
In concert let our voices breathe, 

Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song. 

Which is, non verbum verbo, — 

j While heavenly fire consum’d his Theban dame, 

A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the flame, 

And flipp’d him burning in her purest lymph ; 
Hence, stiU he loves the Naiad’s crystal urn. 

And when his native fires too fiercely bum. 

Seeks the cool waters of the fountain-nymph. 


P 2 
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ODE LXIII. 


' To Love, tho soft and blooming child, 

j I touch the harp in descant wild ; 

! To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 

The boy, who breathes and blushes flowers ; 
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him. 

And gods and mortals bow before him I 

i 

! 

' “ This fiagment is pieseivcd in Clemens Alexandrinus, 

Strom, lib \i and m Aiscnuis, Collect. Gra?c.’* — Bames 
I It appeals to have been the opening of a hymn in praise of 
' Love 
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ODE LXIV. 

Haste thee, nymph, whose well-aimed spear 

Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer ! 

Dian, Jove’s immortal child, 

Huntress of the savage wild ! 

Goddess with the sun-bright hair ! 

Listen to a people’s prayer. 

Turn, to Lethe’s river turn, 

There thy vanquish’d people mourn ! 

This hymn to Diana is extant in Hephsestion. There is an 
anecdote of our poet, which has led some to doubt whether he 
ever wrote any odes of this kind. It is related by the Scholiast 
upon Pindar (Isthmionic. od. li. v 1. as cited by Barnes) 
that Anacreon being asked, why he addressed all his hymns to 
women, and none to the deities ? answered, “ Because women 
are my deities.” 

I have assumed, it will be seen, in reporting this anecdote, 
the same liberty which I have thought it right to take in 
translating some of the odes ; and it were to be wished that 
these little infidelities were always allowable in interpreting 
the writings of the ancients ; thus, when nature is for- 
gotten in the original, in the translation «tamen usque 
recurret.” 
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Come to Lethe’s wavy shore. 

Tell them they shall mourn no more. 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine; 
Must they, Dian — must they pine? 


Turn, to LetMs nver tumt 

There thy vanqxtisKd people woiirn/] Lethe^ a river of 
Ionia, according to Strabo, falling into the Meander. In its 
neighbourhood was the city called Magnesia, in favour of 
whose inhabitants our poet is supposed to have addressed this 
supplication to Diana. It was written (as Madame Dacier 
conjectures) on the occasion of some battle, in wliich the 
Magnesians had been defeated. 
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i 

1 

i 

ODE LXV. 

1 

i 

Like some wanton My sporting. 

Maid of Thrace, thou fly’st my courting. ; 

Wanton filly I tell me why 

Thou trip’st away, with scornful eye, | 

And seem’st to think my doating heart | 

Ts novice in the bridling art? j 

Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 

Thou’lt find this skilful hand can throw 
The reins around that tender form, 

However wild, however warm. 

Yes — trust me I can tame thy force, 

And turn and wind thee in the course. 

This ode, which is addressed to some Thracian girl, exists 
in Heraclides, and has been imitated very treqnently by 
Horace, as all the annotators have remarked. Madame Da- 
cier rejects the allegory, which runs so obviously through the 
poem, and supposes it to have been addressed to a young mare 
belonging to Polycrates. 

Pierius, in the fourth book of his Hieroglyphics, cites this 
ode, and informs us that the horse was the hierogiyphical 
emblem of pride. 
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Though, wasting now thy careless hours. 
Thou spoilt amid the herbs and liowers, 
Soon shalt thou feel the rein’s control, 
And tremble at the wished-for goal ! 
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ODE LXVI. 


To thee, the Queen of nymphs dmne. 
Fairest of all that fairest shine; 

To thee, who rul’st with darts of fire 
This world of mortals, young Desire ! 
And oh! thou nuptial Power, to thee 
Who bear st of life the guardian key, 
Breathing my soul in fervent praise. 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 

For thee, O Queen ! I wake the lyre. 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire, 


This ode is introduced in the Romance of Theodorus Pro- 
dromus, and is that kind of epithalamium which was sunv 
like a scolium at the nuptial banquet. ^ 

^ 0 ^ the m^y works of the 'impassioned Sappho, of 
which tame and ignorant superstition have deprived ns, the 
loss of h» epiaakmiuiris is not one of the least that we de- 
plore. The following Imes are cited as a relic of one of those 
poems : — - 


0\i,e yajigpi. <roi pev 5, 

EKveTsA.eo-T’ , ex«s 5c irapeevoy av apao. 

See Sealiger, in his Poetics, on the Epithalamium. 
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And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour. 

Look on thy bride, too happy boy, 

And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms. 

Delay not, snatch her to thine arms. 

Before the lovely, trembling prey. 

Like a young birdling, wing away I 
Turn, Stratocles, too happy youth. 

Dear to the Queen of amorous truth, 

And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all thine own. 

Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye. 

Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh. 

To those bewitching beauties turn ; 

For thee they blush, for thee they burn. 

Not more the rose, the queen of flowers, 
Outblushes all the bloom of bowers. 

Than she unrivall’d grace discloses. 

The sweetest rose, where all are roses. 

Oh ! may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o’er thy bed ; 
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And foster there an infant tree. 

To bloom like her, and tower like thee! 

And foster there an infant tree. 

To bloom like her^ and tower like thee '] Original Kimapirros 
8e vecpvKoi crev eui /ctjttcd. Passeratius, upon the words “ cum 
castum amisit fiorem,” in the Nuptial Song of Catullus, after 
explaining « fios ” in somewhat a similar sense to that which 
Gaulminus attributes to ^o8oy, says, Hortum quoque vo- 
cant in quo flos ille carpitur, et Graecis kt^ttov eari ro e<p 7 i§aLov 
yvmLKccv” 

I may remark, in passing, that the author of the Greek 
version of this charming ode of Catullus, has neglected a most 
striking and anacreontic beauty m those verses “ Ut flos in 
septis, &c.” which is the repetition of the line, “ Multi lUum 
pueri, multas optavere puellffi,” with the slight alteration of 
nuUi and nuUse. Catullus himself, however, has been equally 
injudicious in his version of the famous ode of Sappho ; having 
translated yeKcccras 1/j.epoeVf but omitted all notice of the accom- 
panying charm, a8v (pmovcras. Horace has caught the spirit of 
it more faithfully : — 

Dulee ridentem Lalagen amabo, 

Dulce loquentem. 
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ODE LXVIL 

Rich in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The wealth of Amalthea s horn ; 
Nor should I ask to call the throne 
Of the Tartessian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years, 
The yictim of declining fears. 

One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity ! 


This fragment is preserved in the third book of Strabo 

Of the Tartesnan prince my owni;] He here alludes to 
I Arganthonius, who lived, according to Lucian, an hundred 
' and fifty years , and reigned, according to Herodotus, eighty. 

See Barnes. 

! 

i 

! 



ODES OF ANACREON. 


221 


i ODE LXVIII. 

Now Neptune's month our sky deforms, 

The angry night-cloud teems with storms ; 

And savage winds, infuriate driven. 

Fly howling in the face of heaven ! 

Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom 
With roseate rays of wine illume : 

And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their fadeless foliage round our head, 

' Let's hymn th’ almighty power of wine, 

I And shed libations on his shrine ! 

I This is composed of two fragments; the seventieth and 
I eightv-first in Barnes. They are both found in Eustathius. 

I 

I 
! 

i 
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ODE LXIX. 

They wove the lotus band to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath each neck : 
And every guest, to shade Ins head, 
Three little fragrant chaplets spread ; 
And one was of th’ Egyptian leaf, 

The rest were rose&, fail and brief : 


Three hagments form this little ode, all of which are pre- 
served ill Atheiiajus They aie the eighty-second, seventy- 
fifth, and eighty- thud, in Baines 

And every gueU^ to shade hs heady 

Thee httle fragrant chaplets spread ,1 Longepierre, to gi\e 
an idea of tiie luxurious estiinatioii in which gai lands were 
held by the ancients, i elates an anecdote of a courtezan, who 
in order to gratify three lovers, without leaving cause foi 
jealousy with any of them, gave a kiss to one, let the othci 
drink after her, and put a garland on the brow of the third ; 
so that each was satisfied with his favour, and flattered himself 
with the preference 

Tins circumstance resembles \eiy much the subject of one of 
the tensons of Savari de IVIauleon. a troubadour See L’His- 
toire Litteraire des Troubadours. The recital is a cuiious 
picture of the puerile gallantries of chivalry. 
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Willie from a golden vase profound, ! 

To all on flowery beds around, 

A Hebe, of celestial shape, ' 

Pour’d the rich droppings of the grape I 


ODE LXX. 

A BROKEN cake, with honey sweet, 

Is all my spare and simple treat : 

And while a generous bowl I crown 
To float my little banquet down, 

I take the soft, the amorous lyre, 

And sing of love’s delicious flre : 

In mirthful measures warm and free, 

I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee I 

Compiled by Barnes, from Athenmus, Hephastion, and 
Arsenins. See Barnes, 80th. 
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ODE LXXL 

With twenty chords niy lyre is hung. 

And while I wake them all for thee. 

Thou, O maiden, wild and young, 

Disport’st in airy levity. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 
Its antler’d mother leaves behind, 

Is not more wantonly afraid, 

More timid of the rustling wind I 

This I have formed from the eighty-fonrth and eighty-fifth 
of Barnes’s edition. The two fragments are found in Athe- 
naeus. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 

Its anilefd mother leaves behind, §'c.] In the original : — 
ey {iKt} Kepoecr(X7}S 
A‘iro\€i<p6m VTO fi7]Tpos, 

“ Horned ” here, undoubtedly, seems a strange epithet ; 
Madame Dacier however observes, that Sophocles, Callima- 
chus, &c. have all applied it in the very same manner, and 
she seems to agree in the conjecture of the scholiast upon 
Pindar, that perhaps horns are not always peculiar to the 
males. I t hinb we may with more ease conclude it to be a 
license of the poet, " jussit habere puellam cornua.” 
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ODE LXXIL 

Fare thee well, perfidious maid, 

My soul, too long on earth delay’d, 

Delay’d, perfidious girl, by thee, 

Is on the wing for liberty. 

I fiy to seek a kindlier sphere. 

Since thou hast ceas’d to love me here I 

This fragment is preserved by the scholiast upon Aristo- 
phanes, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 


I. 


a 
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ODE LXXIIL 


Awhile I bloom'd, a liappy flower, 
Till Love approach’d one fatal hour, 
And made my tender branches feel 
The wounds of his avenging steel. 
Then lost I fell, like some poor willow 
That falls across the wintry billow I 


This is to be found in Hephaestion, and is the eighty-ninth 
of Barnes’s edition. 

I have omitted, from among tliese scraps, a very considerable 
fragment imputed to our poet, Uo.vBri S’ EupvTrvKij lUeXet, &c 
which is preserved in the twelfth book of Athenasus, and is 
the ninety-first in Baines If it was really Anacreon who 
wrote it, “nU fuit unquam sic impar sibi.” It is in a style of 
gross satire, and abounds with expressions that never could 
be gracdfully translated. 
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ODE LXXIV. 

Monarch Love, resistless boy. 

With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 

And nymphs, whose eyes have Heaven’s hue, 
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ; 
Propitious, oh ! receive my sighs, 

Which, glowing with entreaty, rise, 

That thou wilt whisper to the breast 
Of her I love thy soft behest ; 

And counsel her to learn from thee, 

That lesson thou hast taught to me. 

Ah ! if my heart no flattery tell, 

Thoult own IVe learn’d that lesson well I 


A fragment preserved by Dion Chrysostom. Orat. ii. dc 
Regno. See Barnes, 9S. 


Q 2 
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ODE LXXV. 


j Spirit of Love, whose locks iinrolFd, 

Stream on the breeze like floating gold ; 

Come, within a fragrant cloud 
Blushing with light, thy votary shroud ; 

This fragment, -which is extant in Athenasus (Barnes, 101.), 
i is supposed, on the authority of Chamseleon, to have been 
addressed to Sappho. We have also a stanza attributed to 
her, which some romancers have supposed to be her answer to 
Anacreon. “ Mais par malheur (as Bayle says), Sappho vint 
au monde environ cent ou six vingt ans avant Anacreon.” 
— - NouveUes de la Hip. des Lett. tom. ii. de Novembre, 1 684. 
The following is her fragment, the compliment of which is 
finely imagined ; she supposes that the Muse has dictated the 
1 verses of Anacreon : — 

I Kuvov, 6D xp^<^o6pou€ Mava^ eytiT'ires 

j ^TfjLPov, eic rrjs KaXXiyvvaiKos eadKas 

j Trjm r^p/rtveos 

j npecr§vs ayavos, 

j Oh Muse 1 who sit’st on golden throne 

, Full many a hymn of witching tone 

, The Teian sage is taught by thee ; 

j But, Goddess, from thy throne of gold, 

! The sweetest hymn thou’st ever told, 

J lie lately learned and sung for me. 
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And, on tliose wings that sparkling play, 
Waft, oh, waft me hence away ! 

Love I my soul is full of thee, 

Alive to all thy luxury. 

But she, the nymph for whom I glow, 
The lovely Lesbian mocks my woe ; 
Smiles at the chill and hoary hues, 

That time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas I I fear she keeps her charms. 

In store for younger, happier arms ! 
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ODE LXXVL 

Hither, gentle Muse of mine, 

Come and teacli tliy votary old 

Many a golden liynin divine, 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 

Listen to a hoary sage. 

Sweetest maid with vest of gold ! 

Formed of the 124th and 11 9th ixaginents in Barnes, both 
of which are to be found m Scaliger’s Poetics. 

De Pauw thinks that those detached linos and couplets, 
which Scaliger has adduced as examples in his Poetics, are by 
no means authentic, hut of his own fabrication. 
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ODE LXXVII. 


Would that I were a tuneful lyre. 

Of burnish’d ivory fair. 

Which, in the Dionysian choir, 

Some blooming boy should bear ! 

Would that I were a golden vase, 

That some bright nymph might hold 
My spotless frame, with blushing grace, 
Herself as pure as gold I 


This is generally inserted among the remains of Alcaeus. 
Some, however, have attributed it to Anacreon See our 
poet’s twenty-second ode, and the notes 
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ODE LXXVIIL 

When Cupid sees how thickly now, 

The snows of Time fall o'er my brow, 

Upon his wing of golden light, 

He passes with an eaglet’s flight, 

And flitting onward seems to say, 

Fare thee well, thou’st had thy day ! ” 

See Barnes, I73d This fragment, to which I have taken 
the liberty of adding a turn not to be found in the original, is 
cited by Lucian in his short essay on the Gallic Hercules 
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Cupid, whose lamp has lent the ray, 

That lights our life's meandering %vay, 

That God, within this bosom stealing, 

Hath waken’d a strange, mingled feeling, 
Which pleases, though so sadly teasing, 

And teases, though so sweetly pleasing I 

Barnes, 125th.. This is in Scaliger’s Poetics. Gail has 
omitted it in his collection of fragments. 


Let me resign this wretched breath, 

Since now remains to me 
No other balm than kindly death, 

To soothe my misery ! 

This jBragment is extant in Arsenins and Hephaestion. See 
Barnes (69th), who has arranged the metre of it very skil- 
fhlly. 
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I KNOW thou lov’st a briiiuiiiiig measure, 

And ait a kindly, cordial host, 

But let me till and drink at pleasure — 

Tims I enjoy the goblet most. 

Bainofc, 7 2d Tliis fragment, vrhich is found m Athe- 
nacus, contains an excellent lesson foi the votaries of Jupiter 
Hospitalis 


I FEAR that love disturbs my rest, 

Yet feel not love’s impassion’d care ; 

I think there's madiiesb in my bieubt, 

Yet cannot find that madness there ! 

Found in Hephmstion (see Barnes, 9'Jtli), and reminds one 
somewhat of the following — 

Odi et amo ; quarc id faciam fortasse requiri-> , 

Nescio sed fieri sentio, et excrucior Carm. 53. 

I lo^ e thee and hate thee, but if I can tell 
The cause of my love and ray hate, may I die. 

I can feel it, alas ! I can feel it too well. 

That I love thee and hate thee, but cannot tell wdiy 
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From dread Leucadia's frowning steep, i 

I'll plunge into tlie whitening deep : j 

And there lie cold, to death resign'd, j 

Since Love intoxicates my mind I ' 

This IS also in Hephaastion, and perhaps is a firagment of | 

j some poem, in which Anacreon had commemorated the fate of ‘ 

j Sappho. It is the 123d of Barnes. ! 


Mix me, child, a cup divine, 

Crystal water, ruby wine : 

Weave the frontlet, richly flushing, 

O'er my wintry temples blushing. 

Mix the brimmer — Love and I 
Shall no more the contest try. 

Here — upon this holy bowl, 

I surrender all my soul ! 

Collected by Barnes, from Demetrius Phalareus and Eusta- 
thius, and subjoined in his edition to the epigrams attributed 
to our poet. And here is the last of those little scattered 
flowers, which I thought I might venture with any grace to 
transplant ; happy if it could be said of tbe garland which 
they form. To S’ AmKpeovros, 
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! Among the Epigrams of tlie Aiithologia, are j 
I found some panegyrics on Anacreon^ wHch | 
j I had translated, and originally intended as a 
sort of Coronis to this work. But I fomid 
I upon consideration, that they wanted variety ; 
and that a frequent recurrence, in them, of the 
same thought, would render a collection of such 
poems uninteresting. I shall take the liberty, 
however, of subjoining a few, selected firom tJie 
number, that I may not appear to have totally 
neglected those ancient tributes to the fame 
of Anacreon. The four epigrams which I give 
are imputed to Antipater Sidonius. They 
are rendered, perhaps, with too much freedom ; 
but designing originally a translation of all that 
are extant on the subject, I endeavoured to 
enliven their uniformity by sometimes indulging 
in the liberties of paraphrase. 
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ANTIHATPOT SIAiiNIOY, EIS ANAKPEONTA. 


©AAAOI TeTpaKOpvfi^og^ AvaKpEov, ajicpi crs Kto’crog 
a€pa T£ XeLfJLiDVojy iropfvpEuv 'jraraXa’ 

Ttriyai K apytyoevroQ avaBXtt>OLVTO yaXaKTog, 
evwceg ^ airo yrjg ^(eoiTO fxeBv, 
o(j>pa Ke TOL ffTTodir] re mi ocrrea repipLy aprjTat, 

£L de rig (pdifiEVOig ^t^Trrerac av^pomjva^ 

(i) TO <piXov (TTEp'^ag, ^tXe, fiaptirov^ w avy aoiBa 
iravra diaTrXufcrag Kai ffvy epatri &lov» 

Around the tomb, oh, bard divine I 
Where soft thy hallow’d brow reposes, 
Long may the deathless ivy twine, 

And summer spread her waste of roses I 

And there shall many a fount distil, 

And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But wine shall be each purple rill. 

And every fount be milky showers. 
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Thus, shade of him, whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure, 

Who gave to love his tenderest thought, 

Who gave to love his fondest measure, — 

Thus, after death, if shades can feel, 

Thou may’st, from odours round thee streaming, 
A pulse of past enjoyment steal 
And live again in blissful dreaming ! 


Antipater Sidonius, the author of this epigram, lived, 
according to Vossius, de Poetis Grsecis, in the second year of 
the 169th Olympiad. He appears, firom what Cicero and 
Ouintilian have said of him, to have been a kind of improv- 
visatore. See Institut Orat. lib x. cap. 7. There is nothing 
more known respecting this poet, except some particulars about 
his illness and death, which are mentioned as curious by Pliny 
and others ; — and there remain of his works but a few epigrams 
in the Anthologia, among which are found these inscriptions 
upon Anacreon. These remains have been sometimes imputed 
to another poet* of the same name, of whom Vossius gives us 
the following account : — « Antipater Thessalonicensis vixit 
tempore August! Ccesaris, ut qui saltantem viderit Pyladem, 
sicut constat ex quodam ejus epigrainmato AvBoXoyias, Hb iv. 
tit. €is opx^(frpLSa.s. At eum ac Bathyllum primes fuisse panto- 
mimos ac sub Augusto claruisse, satis notum ex I)ione,&e &c.’ 

The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may find 


* Pleraque tamen Thessalonicensi tribaenda videntur. --- Lee* 
tiones et Bmendat, 
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strange oversight in Hoffman’s quotation of this article from 
Vossius, Lesdc Univers, By the omission of a sentence he 
has made Vossius assert that the poet Antipater was one of the 
first pantomime dancers in Rome. t 

Barnes, upon the epigram before us, mentions a version of 
it by Brodseus, which is not to be found in that commentator; J 
but he more than once confounds Brodseus with another anno- | 
tutor on the Anthologia, Vincentius Obsopceus, who has given a 
translation of the epigram. 
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TOT ATTOT, EIS TON ATTON. 

TtmBOS At'aKpetovTog* 6 Trjtos £yOade kvkvoq 
-Trat^wv ^cJporaTrj piaviri. 

AKfirjv Xeiptoem jLtsXt^erat ajitc^t BaOuXXw 
*IjjL£pa* Kai KLcraov Xevkoq odw^e Xidog. 

OuB’ Al^yiq (tol epoiirag aTEcrteffer^^ sr A^^povroQ 
Qiv^ oXoQ oy^Lveig Kvirpidi Bepporspr}, 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in tins ivied shade ; 

Here mnte in death the Teian swan is laid. 

Cold, cold that heart, which while on earth it dwelt 
All the sweet frenzy of love’s passion felt. 

-f/te Teian swan is laid."] Thus Horace of Pindar: — | 

Multa Dircseum levat aura eyenum. 

A swan was the hieroglyphical emblem of a poet. Anacreon 
has been called the swan of Teos by another of his eulogists. 

Ev Tois fieXixpois Iju-epotcrt crvf/rpocpQv 
Avaws AvaKpeovra, Tijmv kukvov, 
lEi(r<p7i\as vypnj vsKrapos peKri^orri, 

Ei'76Vous, KvQoXoey* 
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And yetj oli Bard ! thou art not mute in death, 

Still do we catch thy lyre's luxurious breath ; 

God of the grape ! thou hast betray’d 
In wine’s bewildering dream. 

The fairest swan that ever play’d 
Along the Muse’s stream * — 

The Teian, nurs’d with all those honey’d boys, 

The young Desires, light Loves, and rose-hpp’d Joys ! 

Still do we catch tliy lyre's luxurious breath , ] Thus Simo- 
nides, speaking of our poet * — 

MoXtttis 5’ ov X7)67) fieXireyrreos aTOC eri Keivo 
Bapiirov ovde ^avccu evvwrev eiv atdrj, 

'SifJiovLdov, AvBoXoy, 

Nor yet are all his numbers mute, 

Though dark within the tomb he lies ; 

But living still, his amorous lute 
With sleepless animation sighs ! 

This is the famous Simonides, whom Plato styled “ divine,” 
though Le Fcvre, in his Poetes Grecs, supposes that the epi- 
grams under his name are all falsely imputed. ITie most 
considerable of his remains is a satirical poem upon women, 
preserved by Stobseus, tj^oyos yvvaiKwv. 

We may judge from the lines I have just quoted, and the 
import of the epigram before us, that the works of Anacreon 
were perfect in the times of Simonides and Antipater. Ob- 
sopoeus, the commentator here, appears to exult in their 
destruction, and telling us they were burned by the bishops 
and patriarchs, he adds, “ nec sane id necquicquam fecerunt,” 
attributing to this outrage an effect which it could not possibly 
have produced. 

B. 2 
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And still thy songs of soft Bathylla bloom, 

Green as the ivy round thy mouldering tomb. 

Nor yet has death obscur’d thy fire of love, 

For still it lights thee through the Elysian grove; 
Where dreams are thine, that bless th’ elect alone, 
And Venus calls thee even in death her own ! 
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TOT ATTOT, EU TON ATTON. 

ra^oy urapa Xirov AvaKpeioyroQ ajjiei^wvy 
El TL roL EK fit^Xwy ijXdey epiav 
^TTELtXOV Efirf ffTTohrjf aTTELffOV yaVOQ^ O^pa KEV OLV(i> 
OffTea yridriae rapia von^opLeva, 

*S1q 6 Aioyvaov fxepsXrjpevoQ ovacrt Ktapog^ 

6 (j)iXaKpr)Tov crvvTpocpoQ appovirjg^ 

Mifide Kara(j)dLfJLeyog Bafc^ov oi')(a tovtov viroLcriti 
Toy yeyerj fxepoirbtiy )(wpov ofeiXojueyoy^ 

Oh stranger ! if Anacreon’s shell 
Has ever taught thy heart to swell 
With passion’s throb or pleasure’s sigh, 

In pity turn, as wandering nigh, 

The spirit of Anacreon is supposed to utter these verses 
from the tomb, — somewhat ** mutatus ab illo,” at least in sim- 
plicity of expression. 

if Anacreon^ s shell 

ffas ever taught thy heart to swell, §*c.] We may guess from 
the words etc ^i§X(ay epLcov, that Anacreon was not merely a 
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And drop tliy goblet’s richest tear 
111 tenderest libation here ! 

writer of billets-doux, as some Ficiich ciitics have called 
him. Amongst these Mi Le Fcvie, with all his piofessed 
admiration, has given our poet a character by no means of an 
elevated cast — 

Aussi e’est pom cel a quo la posteiite 

L’a tou]Ouis justenient d’age cn age chante 

Coinme iiu franc gogiienard, arm de gointicrie. 

Ami de billets-doux ct de badinerie. 

See the veises prefixed to his Poetes Grecs. This is unlike 
the language of Theocritus, to whom Anacreon is indebted for 
the following simple eulogmm ^ — 

EI2 ANAKPEONT02 ANAPIANTA. 

&a(rat roy avdpiavra rovrov, ce> 

CTTovBay Kai A67\ eirav es oikov evdTjs* 

AvcLKpeovros eiKov etdov ey Tecw, 

rcav TTpoud^ €l ti irepLcro'oy eoSoTroicoj/. 
irpoaOcLS Se x&Ti rois ymtcriv ad^ro 
I epeis arpsKectiS oXov tov av^pa. 

UroN THE Statue of ANACaimisr. 

Stranger ’ who near this statue chance to roam. 

Let it awhile your studious eyes engage ; 

That you may say, returning to your home. 

I’ve seen the image of the Teian sage, 

Best of the bards who deck the Muse’s page 
Then, if you add, Tliat stiiplings lov’d him well,” 

You tell them all he was, and aptly tell. 

I have endeavoured to do justice to the simplicity of this 
inscription by rendering it as literally, I believe, as a verse 
translation will allow. 
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So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 

Not even in death can I resign 
The festal joys that once were mine, 
When Harmony pursu’d my ways. 

And Bacchus wanton’d to my lays. 

Oh ! if delight could charm no more, 

If all the goblet’s bliss were o’er, 

When fate had once our doom decreed, 
Then dying would be death indeed ; 
Nor could I think, unblest by wine, 
Divinity itself divine ! 


I And drop thy goblet's richest tear^ |rc.j Thus Simonides, in 
j another of his epitaphs on our poet : •— 

I Kai piv aei reyyoi voreprt tpoffoSf b yepaios 

I Aaporepou paXaK<av eKveev €K crropux,Tooy^ 

j Let vines, in clustering beauty wreath’d. 

Drop all their treasures on his head, 

Whose lips a dew of sweetness breath’d, 

Richer than vine hath ever shed 1 

And Bacchus wanton'd to my lays, §•<;.] The original here is 
j corrupted, the line S Aiovv<rov, &e is unintelligible. 

Brunch’s emendation improves the sense, but I doubt if it 
can be commended for elegance. He reads the line thus : — 
ms 6 Aimwaoio heXoapevos ouTrore Kmpmv. 

See Brunch, Analecta Veter. Poet. Grace, vol, ii. 
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! TOY AYTOT, Ei:5 TON AYTON. 

j 

'{ ETAEI2 £v ^6t/xfvot(TiJ'> Avakpeor, EorQXa Trovrjo'aQ 
I ^VOSL 0* 1/ yXvKEpj] VVKTLXaXoQ tciOapcif 

I ehcei Kat ^fispdiC) to lloOitjy eap, uj cru jLieXtcrflwr, 

I f.-jap'^iT% avEkpovov vEkrap EvappLOviov- 

' i]d)E(i)v yap EpioTOc £(pvc tTkOT-OQ' eg ce (Te aovvoj* 

I rostt re kul aicoXiag Ik'q'SoXiag. 

I At length thy golden hours have wing’d their flight, 

I And drowsy death that eyelid stcepeth ; 

Thy harp, that whisper’d through each lingering 
night, 

! Now mutely m oblivion sleepetli ! 

I T/iy harp, that w/mpei’d though each lingering nlghti^c'\ 

1 In another of these poems, “ the nightly-speakinc; lyre*’ of the 
I bard is repicscnted as not yet silent c\on nitei Ins death, 
ws 5 <pL\aKp'>}Tos Te /cat oivoSap-gs (fUXoiWfJLQS 
’Trai/vvxios icpovoi * rrjy (piXoicaida 

'^.ifjLOividov, ets Am/epeovra. 
To beauty’s smile and wine’s delight, 

1 To joys he lov’d on eaith so well, 

1 Still shall his spirit, all the night, 

xAttune the wild, aerial shell ' 

* Erunck has x^oj^v , bi't x^ovoi, the common roailmg, better suits a 
detached quotation 
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* She too, for -whom that harp profusely shed 
' The purest nectar of its numbers, 

, She, the young spring of thy desires, hath fled, 

I And with her blest Anacreon slumbers ! 

I 

I Site, the young spring of thy desires, §*c.3 The original, ro 
' TloOcav eap, is beautiful. We regret that such praise should be 
i lavished so preposterously, and feel that the poet’s mistress 
I Eurypyle would have deserved it better. Her name has been 
told us by jMeleager, as already quoted, and in another epi- 
! gram by Antipater. 

' vypa Se Sep/cofievoicrii' ev opixacnv ovKov auSois, 

I aidvcrcrccv Xarapris avBos inrepde KOfiris, 

7 }€ rrpos 'EvpvTTvXTjy rerpa/xpepos . . * > 

Long may the nymph around thee play, 

Eurypyle, thy souFs desire, 

Bashing her beauties in the ray 
That lights thine eyes’ dissolvmg fire ! 

Sing of her smile’s bewitching power, 

Her every grace that %varms and blesses; 

Sing of her brows’ luxuriant flower, 

The beammg glory of her tresses 

The expression here, auBos Kopys, “ the fliower of the hair, ” 
is bon owed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a fragment 
of the poet preserved in Stobasus: Airampas d* avaXTjs apopop 
avdos. 

The pwe}>t nectciv of its numbers, 3 Thus, says Brunck, 
in the prologue to the Satires of Persius . — 

Cantare credas Pegaseium nectar. 

*OIelos” is the usual reading in this line, and Casaubon has 
defended it ; but “ nectar’^ is, I think, much more spirited. 
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1 Farewell I thou had’^t a pulse for every dait 

I 

I That mighty Love could scatter fioiii his quiver; 
i And each new beauty found iu thee a heart, 

I 

Which thou. With all thy heart and soul, didst give ; 
her ! | 

Farewell f thou had^t a puhe for ci>e) y dtu t, Sre ] edvs ! 

I a-KOTTos, “ scopu*? eras natura,” not “ speculatoi,*’ aa Barnes \ ei y i 

Jalscly inteiprcts it ' 

Vineentius Obsopceus, upon tins passage, contiivcs to in- ' 
dulge us with a little astrological wisdom, and talks in a style 
of learned scandal about Venus, “male posita cum Marte in 
donio Saturni ’* 

And each new beaut i/ found in thee a heart, Sfc ] This couplet | 
IS not otherwise warranted by the original, than as it dilates the j 
thought which Antipatcr has %urati\cly expiessed I 

Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate gallantry , 
of Anacreon, calling Inm, with elegant conciseness, yvvaiKuv * 
TjirepoTrevfia, I 

Toi' Se yvvatceibiv fxeKem irXe^aura ttot* wSas, | 

'Hdvv AvaKpeiovra* , Tews ets *EXA.a5* avrij^v^ 1 

'^vjjLTTOO'MP epeSttTjua, ywaiKtap 777r6po7reu/ia. i 

Teos gave to Greece her treasuie, j 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving ; j 

Fondly weaving lays of pleasure I 

For the maids who blush’d ajiproving j 

j When m nightly banquets sporting, | 

I Wlicre’s the guest could ever fly him’ 

VTien with love’s seduction com ting, 

"Where’s the nymph could e’er deny him ’ 

! * Thus Scaligcr, in his dedicatory verses to Ronsard * — 

Blandus, suaMloquus, dulcib Anacreon. 
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PEEFACE, 

BY 

THE EDITOR.^ 


The Poems whicli I take the liberty of pub- 
lishing, were never intended by the author to 
pass beyond the circle of his friends. He 
thought, with some justice, that what are called 
Occasional Poems must be always insipid and 
uninteresting to the greater part of their read- 
ers. The particular situations in which they 
were written ; the character of the author and 
of his associates ; all these peculiarities must be 

* A portion of the Poems included in this and the succeed- 
ing volume were published originally as the works of “ the 
late Thomas Little,” with the Preface here gi\en prefixed to 
them. 
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known and felt before we can enter into the 
spirit of such compositions. This consider- 
ation would have always, I believe, prevented 
i the author himself from submitting these 
I trifles to the eye of dispassionate criticism: 

I and if their posthumous introduction to the 
j world be injustice to his memory, or intrusion 
^ on the public, the error must be imputed to the 
1 injudicious partiality of friendship. 

Mr. Little died in his one and twentieth 
year ; and most of these Poems were written 
at so early a period that their errors may lay 
claim to some indulgence from the critic. Their 
author, as unambitious as indolent, scarce ever 
looked beyond the moment of composition; 
but, in general, wrote as he pleased, care- 
less whether he pleased as he wrote. It may 
likewise be remembered, that they were all 
the productions of an age when the pas- 
I sions very often give a colouring too warm 
! to the imagination ; and this may palliate, if it 
i cannot excuse, that air of levity which per- 
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vades so many of them. The ^‘am-ea legge, 
s’ei piace ei lice/’ he too much pursued, and too 
much inculcates. Eew can regret this more 
sincerely than myself; and if my friend had 
lived, the judgment of riper years would have 
chastened his mind, and tempered the lux- 
uriance of his fancy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the 
study of the amatory writers. If ever he ex- 
pected to find in the ancients that delicacy of 
sentiment, and variety of fancy, which are so 
necessary to refine and animate the poetry of 
love, he was much disappointed. I know not 
any one of them who can he regarded as a model 
in that style ; Ovid made love like a rake, and 
Propertius like a schoolmaster. The mytho- 
logical allusions of the latter are called erudition 
hy his commentators; but such ostentatious 
display, upon a subject so simple as love, would 
he now esteemed vague and puerile, and was 
even in his own times pedantic. It is astonishing 
that so many critics should have preferred him to 
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the gentle and touching Tibullus; but those 
defects, I believe, which a common reader con- 
demns, have been regarded rather as beauties 
by those erudite men, tlie commentators ; who 
find a field for their ingenuity and research, in 
his Grecian learning and quaint obscurities. 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and 
natural feeling. The idea of his unexpected 
return to Delia, “ Tunc veniam subito &c. 
is imagined with all the delicate ardour of a 
lover; and the sentiment of ^^nec te posse 
carere veHm,” how’ever colloquial the expression 
may have been, is natmral, and from the heart. 
But the poet of Yerona, in my opinion, pos- 
sessed more genuine feeling than any of them. 
His life was, I believe, ixnfortunate ; his asso- 
ciates were wild and abandoned ; and the warmth 
of his nature took too much advantage of the 
latitude which the morals of those times so 
criminally allowed to the passions. All this 


* Xiib. i. Eleg, S. 
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depraved liis imagination, and made it tlie slave 
of Hs senses. But still a native sensibility is 
often very warmly perceptible ; and when he 
touches the chord of pathos, he reaches imme- 
diately the heart. They who have felt the 
sweets of retmm to a home from which they 
have long been absent will confess the beauty 
of those simple unaffected lines : — 

O quid solutis est beatius curis > 

Cum mens onus repomt, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi vemmus Larem ad nostrum 
Desideratoque acquieseimus lecto. 

Carm. xxix. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are 
the very tears of poesy ; and when he complains 
of the ingratitude of mankind, even the inex- 
perienced cannot but sympatliise with liim. I 
wish I were a poet ; I should then endeavour to 
catch, by translation, the spirit of those beauties 
which I have always so warmly admired."^ 

* In the following Poems, will be found ^a translation of one 
of his finest Carmina ; but I fancy it is only a mere school- 
boy's essay, and deserves to be praised for little more than the 
attempt. 
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It seems to have been peculiarly the fate 
of Catullus, that the better and more valuable 
part of his poetry has not reached us ; for there 
is confessedly nothing in his extant works to 
authorise the epithet doctus,” so universally 
bestowed upon him by the ancients. If time 
had suffered his other writings to escape, we 
perhaps should have found among them some 
more purely amatory ; but of those we possess, 
can there be a sweeter specimen of warm, yet 
chastened description than his loves of Acme 
and Septimius ? and the few little songs of dal- 
liance to Lesbia are distinguished by such an ex- 
quisite playfulness, that they have always been 
assumed as models by the most elegant modern 
Latinists, Still, it must be confessed, in the 
midst of all these beauties, 

Medio de fonte leporum 

Surgit amari aliquid, quod in ipsis floribits angat. * 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients 


* Xtucretius. 
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knew nothing of gallantry ; and we are some- j 
times told there was too much sincerity in their | 
love to allow them to trifle thus with the sem- ' 
blauce of passion. But I cannot perceive that j 
they were any thing more constant than the mo- i 
derns: they felt all the same dissipation of the i 
heart, though they knew not those seductive 
graces by which gallantry almost teaches it to ! 
be amiable. Wotton, the learned advocate for | 
the moderns, deserts them in considering this 1 
point of comparison, and praises the ancients 
for their ignorance of such refinements. But 
he seems to have collected his notions of gal- 
lantry from the insipid fadeurs of the French 
romances, which have nothing congenial with 
the graceful levity, the grata protervitas,” of a 
Rochester or a Sedley. 

As far as I can judge, the early poets of our 
own language were the models which Mr. 
Little selected for imitation. To attain their 
simplicity gevo rarissima nostro simplicitas ”) 
was his fondest ambition. He could not have 

S 2 
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aimed at a grace more difficult of attainment * ; 
and his life was of too short a date to allow him 
to perfect such a taste ; hut how far he was 
likely to have succeeded, the critic may judge 
from his productions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in 
rather an imperfect state, which, as soon as I 
have arranged and collected it, shall be sub- 
mitted to the public eye. 

Where Mr. Little was born, or what is the 
genealogy of his parents, are points in which 
very few readers can be interested. His life 
was one of those humble streams which have 
scarcely a name in the map of life, and the 
traveller may pass it by without inquiring its 
source or direction. His character was well 

* It is a curious illustration of the labour which simplicity 
requires, that the Ramblers of Johnson, elaborate as they 
appear, were written with fluency, and seldom required re- 
vision ; while the simple language of Rousseau, which seems 
to come flowing from the heart, was the slow production of 
painful labour, pausmg on every word, and balancing every 
sentence. 
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known to all who were acquainted with him ; 
for he had too much vanity to hide its virtues, 
and not enough of art to conceal its defects. 
The lighter traits of his mind may be traced 
perhaps in his writings ; but the few for which 
he was valued live only in the remembrance of 
his friends. 

T. M. 




TO 

JOSEPH ATKIFSOJf, ESQ. 


My dear Sir, 

I FEEL a very sincere pleasure in de- 
dicating to you the Second Edition of our 
friend Little’s Poems, I am not unconscious 
that there are many in the collection which 
perhaps it would he prudent to have altered 
or omitted ; and, to say the truth, I more than 
once revised them for that purpose; but, I 
know not why, I distrusted either my heart 
or my judgment ; and the consequence is, you 
have them in their original form : 

Non possnnt nostros multse, Faustina liturae 
Emendare jocos; xina litura potest. 

I am convinced, however, that, though not 
quite a casuiste reldchS, you have charity 
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enough to forgive such iuoffensive follies : you 
know that the pious Beza was not the less 
revered for those sportive Juvenilia which he 
published under a fictitious name ; nor did the 
levity of Bembo’s poems prevent him from 
making a very good cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear friend. 

With the truest esteem, 

Yours, 

T. M. 
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FEAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXEECISES. 

Nobilitas sola est atque unica virtus. Jdv. 

Makk those proud boasters of a splendid line, 

Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they shine, 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show, 

Like martial helm upon an infant’s brow ; 

Those borrow'd splendours, whose contrasting light 
Throws back the native shades in deeper nighh 

Ask the proud train who glory’s shade pursue, 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew? 

The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze 
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze ! 
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Wliere is the heart by chymic truth refin’d, 

Th’ exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind? 
Where are the links that twin’d, with heav’nly art, 
His country’s interest round the patriot’s heart ? 

^ ^ ^ ^ % 
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Justum bellum qmbus necessarimn, ct pla arma quibus nulla msi in 
amis rehnqmtur spes — Livy. 

* # * * * 

Is tliere no call, no consecrating cause. 

Approv’d by Heav’n, ordain’d by nature’s laws, 
Where justice flies the herald of our way, 

And truth’s pure beams upon the banners play? 

Yes, there’s a call sweet as an angel’s breath 
To slumb’ring babes, or innocence in death ; 

And urgent as the tongue of Heav’n mthin, 

When the mind’s balance trembles upon sin. 

Oh I ’tis our country’s voice, whose claim should meet 
An echo in the soul’s most deep retreat; 

Along the heart’s responding chords should run, 
Nor let a tone there vibrate — but the one ! 
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VARIETY. 

Ask what prevailing, pleasing power 
Allures the sportive, wandering bee 

To roam, untired, from flower to flower, 

He’ll tell you, ’tis variety. 

Look Nature round, her features trace, 

Her seasons, all her changes see ; 

And own, upon Creation’s face, 

The greatest charm’s variety. 

For me, ye gracious powers above ! 

Still let me roam, unfix’d and free ; 

In all things, — but the nymph I love, 

I’ll change, and taste variety. 

But, Patty, not a world of charms 

Could e’ er estrange my heart from thee ; — 

No, let me ever seek those arms, 

There still I’ll find variety. 
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TO A BOY, WITH A WATCH. 

WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND. 

Is it not sweet, beloved yonth, 

To rove throngb Erudition’s bowers, 

And cull the golden fruits of truth, 

And gather Fancy’s brilliant flowers? 

And is it not more sweet than this. 

To feel thy parents’ hearts approving, 
And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving? 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter; 

This sweetens all the fruits of truth, 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter. 
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Tlie little gift we send thee, boy, 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder, 
If indolence or siren joy 

Should ever tempt that soul to wander. 

’Twill tell thee that the winged day 

Can ne’er be chain’d by man’s endeavour; 
That life and time shall fade away, 

While heav’n and virtue bloom for ever! 
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SONG. 

If I swear by that eye, you’ll allow, 

Its look is so shifting and new, 

That the oath I might take on it now 
The very next glance would undo. 

Those babies that nestle so sly 

Such thousands of arrows have got, 

That an oath, on the glance of an eye 
Such as yours, may be off in a shot. 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renews. 

If my constancy wishes to trip, 

I may kiss off the oath when I choose. 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flow’r 
Both the dew and the oath that are there; 

And Td make a new vow ev’ry hour, 

To lose them so sweetly in air. 
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But clear up the heav’n of your brow, 

Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge you my vow, 
And they both must be broken together 
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TO 

Eemember Mm thou leav’st behind, 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee, 

Close as the tend’ rest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom rov’d, 

Though many seem’d my soul to share ; 

’Twas passion when I thought I lov’d, 
’Twas fancy when I thought them fair. 

Ev’n she, my muse’s early theme. 

Beguil’d me only while she warm’d ; 

’Twas young desire that fed the dream, 
And reason broke what passion form’d. 

But thou — ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom rov’d. 

If I had ne’er thy beauties seen. 

For then I never should have lov’d. 

T 


I. 



JUVENILE POEMS. 


Then all the pain which lovers feel 
Had never to this heart been known ; 

But then, the joys that lovers steal, 

Should thei/ have ever been my own? 

Oh ! trust me, when I swear thee this. 
Dearest! the pain of loving thee, 

The very pain is sweeter bliss 
Than passion’s wildest ecstasy. 

That little cage I would not part, 

In which my soul is prison’d now, 

For tlie most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow. 

Still, my belov’d ! still keep in mind, 
However far remov’d from me. 

That there is one thou leav’st behind. 
Whose heart respires for only thee ! 

And though ungenial ties have bound 
Thy fate unto another’s care. 

That arm, which clasps thy bosom round, 
Cannot confine the heart that’s there. 




No, no ! that heart is only mine 
By ties all other ties above, 

For I have wed it at a shrine 
Where we have had no priest but Love. 
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SONG. 

When Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall stea^l our pleasures too, 

The mein’ry of the past will stay, 

And half our joys renew. 

Then, Julia, when thy beauty's flow'r 
Shall feel the wintry air, 

Remembrance will recalfthe hour 
When thou alone wert fair. 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 

For Hope shall brighten days to come, 
And Mem'ry gild the past, 

Coi^e, Chloe, hlTtlic g?inial bowl, 

I drmk.to Love and thee : 

^Thoii nisver canst decay Jn soul, 

Thoult still be youn^ for me. 

And as thy lips the tear-drop chase, 
Which on my cheek they find, 



277 


JUVENILE POEMS. 


So hope shall steal away the trace 
That sorrow leaves behind. 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last; 

For Hope shall brighten days to come, 
And Memory gild the past. 

But mark, at thought of future years 
When love shall lose its soul, 

My Chloe drops her timid tears, 

They mingle wil^h my bowl. 

How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

Our loving life shall fleet ; 

Though tear^may sometimes mingle there, 
The draught will still be sweet. 

Then fill the cup — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last ; 

IPor Hope will brighten days to come, 

** And Memory gffd the* past. 
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SONG. 

Have you not seen the timid tear, 
Steal trembling from mine eye ? 

Have you not mark'd the flush of fear, 
Or caught the murmur’d sigh ? 

And can you think my love is chill, 
Nor fix’d on you alone ? 

And can you rend, by doubting still, 
A heart so much your own ? 

To you my soul’s afiections move, 
Devoutly, warmly true ; 

My life has been a task of love, 

One long, long thought of you. 

If all your tender faith be o’er, 

If still my truth you’ll try ; 

Alas, I know but one proof more — 
I’ll bless your name, and die ! 
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REUBEN AND ROSE. 

A TAEE OP EOMANCE. 

The darkness that hung upon Willumberg’s walls 
Had long been remember’d with awe and dismay; 
For years not a sunbeam had play’d in its halls, 
And it seem’d as shut out from the regions of day. 

Though the valleys were' brighten’d by many a beam, 
Yet none could the woods of that castle illume ; 
And the lightning, which flash’d on the neighbour- 
ing stream, 

Flew back, as if fearing to enter tne gloom I 

Oh ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse I” 

Said Willumberg’s lord to the Seer of the Cave; 

“ It can never dispel,” said the wizard of verse, 
^^Till the bright star of chivalry sinks in the wave I ” 

And who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 
Who tmld be but Reuben, the flowV of the age? 
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For Reuben was first in tlie combat of men. 

Though Youth had scarce written his name on 
her page. 

For Wiliumberg’s daughter his young heart had 
beat, — 

For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn, 
When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet, 
It walks o’er the flow’rs of the mountain and lawn. 

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever? 

Sad, sad were the -words of the Seer of the Cave, 
That darkness should cover that castle for ever, 

Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave I 

To the wizard she flew, saying, “ Tell me, oh, tell 1 
Shall my Reuben no more be restor’d to my eyes?” 
Yes, yes — when a spirit shall toll the great bell 
Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall rise !” 

Twice, thrice he repeated “ Your Reuben shall rise I” 
And Rose felt a moment’s release from her pain; 
And wip’d, while she listen’d, the tears from her eyes, 
And hop’d she might yet see her hero again. 
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That hero could smile at the terrors of death, 

When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rose ; 

To the Oder he flew, and there, plunging beneath, 
In the depth of the billows soon found his repose. — 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! — 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay. 

When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls, 
And the castle of Willumberg bask'd in the ray ! 

All, all but the soul of the maid was in light, 

There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night, 

In quest of her love, on the wide river's bank. 

Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bell, 

And heard but the breathings of night in the air; 

Long, long did she gaze on the watery swrell, 

And saw but the foam of the white billow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would undraw, 

As she look’d at the light of the moon in the 
stream, 

She thought ’twas his helmet of silver she saw, 

As the curl of the surge glitter’d high in the beam. 
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And now the third night was begemming the sky ; 
Poor Rose, on the cold dewy margent reclin’d, 

There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 
When — hark — ^’twas the bell that came deep in 
the wind I 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 
A form o’er the waters in majesty glide ; 

She knew ’twas her love, though his cheek was decay’d, 
And his helmet of silver was wash’d by the tide. 

Was this what the Seer of the Cave had foretold ? — 
Dim, dim through tne phantom the moon shot a 
gleam ; 

’Twas Reuben, but, ah ! he was deathly and cold, 
And fleeted away like the spell of a dream ! 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, but vain her en- 
deavour ! 

Then, plunging beneath, at a billow she caught, 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever ! 


1 
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DID Iv^OT. 

’Twas a new feeling — something more 
Than we had dared to own before, 

Which then we hid not ; 

We saw it in each other^s eye, 

And wish'd, in every half-breath'd sigh, ! 

To speak, but did not. | 

I 

She felt my lips’ impassion’d touch — | 

’Twas the first time I dared so much, 

And yet she chid not ; 

But whisper’d o’er my burning brow, 

Oh I do you doubt I love you now ? ” 

Sweet soul I I did not. 

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I press’d it closer, closer still, 

Though gently bid not ; 

Till — oh ! the world hath seldom heard 
Of lovers, who so nearly err’d, 

And yet, who did not. 
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TO 


That wrinkle, wken first I espied it 
At once pnt iny heart out of pain ; 

Till the eye, that was glowing beside it, 
Disturb’d my ideas again. 

Thou art just in the twilight at present, 
When woman’s declension begins ; 
When, fading from all that is pleasant, 
She bids a good night to her sins. 

Yet thou still art so lovely to me, 

I would sooner, my exquisite mother I 
Eepose in the sunset of thee, 

Than bask in the noon of another. 


I 
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TO 

MRS 

ON SOME CALUMNIES AGAINST HER CHARACTER* 

Is not tliy mind a gentle mind ? 

Is not that heart a heart refin'd ? 

Hast thou not every gentle grace, 

We love in woman's mind and face? 

And, oh I art a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful worship in ? 

No, no, be happy — dry that tear — 

Though some thy heart hath harbour'd near, 
May now repay its love with blame ; 

Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man, be first to shun thee ; 

Though aH the world look cold upon thee, 

Yet shall thy pureness keep thee still 
Unharm’d by that surrounding chill ; 
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Like the famed drop, in crystal found,* 
Floating, while all was froz’n around, — 
Unehiird, unchanging shalt thou be, 
Safe in thy own sweet purity. 


j * This alludes to a curious gem, upon which Claudian has 
! left us some very elaborate epigrams. It was a drop of pure 

I water enclosed within a piece of crystal. See Claudian. Epi- 
‘ gram, “de Crystallo eui aqua inerat.” Addison mentions a 

I culiosity of this kind at Milan ; and adds, “ It is such a rarity 

as this that I saw at Vendome in France, which they there 
pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus, and was 
gathered up by an angel, who put it into a little crystal vial, 
and made a present of it to Mary Magdalen.” — Addison's 
Remarks on several Parts of Italy, 
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ANACREONTIC. 

m lachrymas verterat omne merum. 

Tib, lib. i. eleg. 5, 

Press the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple show’r ; 

And, while the drops my goblet steep, 

111 think in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine I 
Heav’n grant no tears, but tears o£ wine. 
Weep on; and, as thy sorrows flow, 

III taste the luxury of woe. 
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When I lov’d you, I can’t but allow 
I had many an exquisite minute ; 
But the scorn that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it. 

Thus, whether we’re on or we’re off. 
Some witchery seems to await you ; 
To love you was pleasant enough, 
And, oh ! ’tis delicious to hate you I 




-» 

JlTYENILE POEMS. 


TO JULIA. 

m ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRITICISMS. 

Why, let tlie stingless critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool. 

Like vapour on a stagnant pool. 

Oh ! if the song, to feeling true. 

Can please th’ elect, the sacred few. 

Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught, 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought — r 
If some fond feeling maid like thee. 

The warm-ey’d child of Sympathy, 

Shall say, while o’er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion’s dream, 

“ He was, indeed, a tender soul — 

No critic law, no chill control, 

“ Should ever freeze, by timid art, 

The flowings of so fond a heart ! ” 

Yes, soul of Nature ! soul of Love ! 

That, hov’ring like a snow-wing’d dove, 


I. 


u 
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Breath’d o’er my cradle warblings wild, 
And hail’d me Passion’s warmest child,— 
Grant me the tear from Beauty’s eye. 
From Feeling’s breast the votive sigh; 

Oh I let my song, my mem’ry, find 
A shrine within the tender mind; 

And I will smile when critics chide, 

And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 

Like vapour round some stagnant pool 1 
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Mock me no more with Love’s beguiling dream, 

A dream, I find, illusory as sweet : 

One smile of friendship, nay, of cold esteem. 

Far dearer were than passion’s bland deceit ^ 

I’ve heard you oft eternal truth declare ; 

Your heart was only mine, I once believ’d. 

Ah ! shall I say that all your vows were air ? 

And must I say, my hopes were aH deceiv’d ? 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twin’d, 
That ail our joys are felt with mutual zeal ; 

Julia I — ’tis pity, pity makes you kind; 

You know I love, and yon would seem to feel. 

But shall I still go seek within those arms 
A joy in vrhich affection takes no part? 

No, no, farewell ! you give me but your charms. 
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart. 
V 2 
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THE SHRINE. 

TO 

My fates had destin’d me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of love ; 

And many an altar on my way 
Has lur’d my pious steps to stay ; 

For, if tEe saint was young and fair, 

I turn’d and sung my vespers there. 
This, from a youthful pilgrim’s fire, 

Is what your pretty saints require : 

To pass, nor tell a single bead, 

With them would be profane indeed I 
But, trust me, all this young devotion 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, ev’ry humbler altar past, 

I now have reach’d the shrine at last I 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS 

ON LEAVING THE COUNTRr. 

When, casting many a look behind, 

I leave the friends I cherish here — 
Perchance some other friends to find, 

But surely finding none so dear — 

Haply the little simple page, 

Which votive thus I’ve trac’d for thee, 
May now and then a look engage, 

And steal one moment’s thought for me. 

But, oh ! in pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of gentle mould, 
Let not the eye that seldom flows 
With feeling’s tear, my song behold. 
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For, trust me, tlu'y ^vlio iiov ei melt 
With pity, never nu'lt Mutli love ; 

And such ^vill frown at all Fve f('lt, 

And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, ])erhaps, some gentler mind, 

Which rather loves to praise than blame, 

Should in my page an interest find, 

And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell him — or, oh ! if, gentler still, 

By female lips my name be blest : 

For, vliere do all affections thiill 
So sweetly as in womaifs breast? — 

Tell her, that ho whose loving themc.s 
Her eye indulgent wanders o’er, 

Could sometimes wake from idle drcanl^, 
And bolder flights of fancy soar; 

That Glory oft would claim the lay, 

And Friendship oft his numbers move ; 

But whisper then, that, “ sooth to say, 

“ His sweetest song was giv’n to Love ! ” 



JUVENILE POEMS. 


295 


I 

i 


TO JULIA. 

I 

i 

Though Fate, my girl, may bid us part, 

Our souls it cannot, shall not sever ; 

The heart will seek its kindred heart, ^ 

And cling to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed ? 

Is all our di'eam of rapture over? ! 

And does not Julia’s bosom bleed j 

To leave so dear, so fond a lover? 

I 

I 

Does she too mourn ? — Perhaps she may ; 

Perhaps she mourns our bliss so fleeting : 

But why is Julia’s eye so gay, 

If Julia’s heart like mine is beating? 

I oft have lov’d that sunny glow 

Of gladness in her blue eye gleaming — 

But can the bosom bleed with woe, 

While joy is in the glances beaming? 
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No, no I — Yet, love, I will not chide ; 

Although jour heart were fond of roving, 
Nor that, nor all the world beside 
Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 

You’ll soon be distant from his eye, 

And, with you, all that’s worth possessing. 
Oh I then it will be sweet to die, 

When life has lost its only blessing ! 
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TO 

Sweet lady, look not thus again : 

Those bright deluding smiles recall 

A maid remember’d now with pain. 

Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh ! while this heart bewilder’d took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye, 

Thus would she smile, and lisp, and look, 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh ! 

Yes, I did love her — wildly love — 

She was her sex’s best deceiver ! 

And oft she swore she’d never rove — 
And I was destin’d to believe her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 

Of one whose smile could thus betray ; 

Alas I I think the lovely wile 
Again could steal my heart away. 
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For, when thovse spells that charm’d my mind, 
On lips so pure as thmc I see, 

I fear the heart which she resign’d 
Will err again, and fly to thee I 
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NATURFS LABELS. 

A FRAGMENT. 

In vain we fondly strive to trace 
The souFs reflection in the face ; 

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses, 
Crooked month, or short proboscis ; 

Boobies have look’d as wise and bright 
As Plato or the Stagirite ; 

And many a sage and learned skull 

Has peep’d through windows dark and dull. 

Since then, though art do all it can, 

We ne’er can reach the inward man, 

Nor (howsoe’er “ learn’d Thebans ” doubt) 
The inward woman, from without, 
Methinks ’twere well if Nature could 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

Some pithy, short descriptions write, 

On tablets large, in black and white, 
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Whicli bhc might hang about our throttlos. 

Like labels upon pliybic-bottlcs ; 

And wheie all men might road — but blay — 

As dialectic ^ages say, 

The argument most apt and ample 
For common use is the example. 

For instance, ihoii, il Naturc’b care 
Had not poitrayhl, in lines so fair, 

The inward soul of Lucy L-iid-n, 

This is the label she'd have pinn’d on. 

LABEL FIRST. 

Within this form there lies enshrin’d 
The purest, brightest gem of mind. 

Though Feeling’s hand may sometimes throw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe, 

The lustre of the gem, when veil'd, 

Shall be but mellow’d, not conceard. 


Now, sirs, imagine, if you’ie able, 

That Nature wrote a second label, 

They’re her own words — at least suppose so — 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 
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LABEL SECOND. 

Wlien I compos’d the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 

I had at hand but few ingredients. 
And so was forc’d to use expedients. 
I put therein some small discerning, 
A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And when I saw the void behind, 

I fill’d it up with — froth and wind ! 
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TO JULIA. 

ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

When Time was entwining the garland of years, 
Which to crown my beloved was given, 

Though some of the leaves might be sullied with 
tears, 

Yet the flow’rs were all gather’d in heaven. 

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye, 
May its verdure for ever be new ; 

Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh, 

And Sympathy nurse it with dew. 
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A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See I10W5 beneath the moonbeam’s smile, 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, — 
Then murmuring subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 
Rises on timers eventful sea ; 

And, having swelFd a moment ther^ 
Thus melts into eternity I 
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CLORIS AND PANNY. 

Cloris ! if I were Persia's king, 

Pd make my graceful queen of thee ; 
While Fanny, wild and artless thing, 
Should but thy humble handmaid be. 

There is but one objection in it — 

That, verily, I’m much afraid 
I should, in some unlucky minute, 
Forsake the mistress for the maid. 
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THE SHIELD. 

Say, did yon not hear a voice of death ! 

And did you not mark the paly form 

Which rode on the silvery mist of the heath, 
And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 

Was it the wailing bird of the gloom. 

That shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 

Ora shivering hend that flew to a tomb, 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

’Twas not the deatli-bird''s cry from the wood, 
Nor shivering fiend that hung on the blast ; 

*Twas the shade of Helderic — man of blood — 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past. 

See, how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath I 

Now on the leafless yew it plays, 

W’'here hangs the shield of this son of death. 

I. X 
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That shield is blushing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew’s spray ; 

It is blown by storms and wash’d by rains^ 

But neither can take the blood away ! 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 

Demons dance to the red moon’s light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shield 

Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 
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TO JULIA, 

WEEPING. 

Oh I if your tears are giv’n to care, 

If real woe disturbs your peace, 

Come to my bosom, weeping fair I 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy’s vision’d fears, 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 
You look so lovely in your tears, 

That I must bid you drop them still. 
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DREAMS. I 

I 

TO j 

I 

i 

! 

[ 

In slumber, I prithee how is it | 

That souls are oft taking the air, 

And paying each other a visit, 

While bodies arc heaveu knows where ? 

La^t night, ’tis in vain to deny it, 

Your Soul took a fancy to roam, 

For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet, 

Come ask, whether mim was at home. j 

And mine let her m with delight, 

! And they talk’d and they laugh'd the time 
I through ; 

I For, when souls come together at mghl, j 

I I 

1 There is no saying what they mayn’t do ! | 


I. 
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And your little Soul, heaven bless her I 
Had much to complain and to say. 

Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her 
By keeping her prison’d all day. 

«« If I happen,” said she, “ but to steal 
^^For a peep now and then to her eye, 

Or, to quiet the fever I feel, 

Just venture abroad on a sigh ; 

i 

1 

In an instant she frightens me in i 

With some phantom of prudence or terror, 

For fear I should stray into sin, 1 

« Or, what is still worse, into error ! i 

1 

So, instead of displaying my graces. 

By daylight, in language and mien, 

I am shut up in corners and places, 

Where truly I blush to be seen 1” 

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 

My Soul, looking tenderly at her. 

Declar’d, as for grace and discretion, 

He did not know much of the matter ; 
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“ But, to-morrow, sweet Sjiint ! lie said, 
“ Be at homo after mulniglit, and then 
j “ I will come w'hen your lady’s in bed, 

1 “ And we’ll talk o'er the subject again.” 

' So she whisper’d a word m his ear, 

I suppose to her door to direct him, 

; And, just after midnight, my dear, 
i Your polite little Soul may expect him. 
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TO ROSA. 

WHITTEN DURING ILLNESS. 

The wisest soul, by anguish tom, 

Will soon unlearn the lore it knew ; 

And when the shrining casket’s worn, 

The gem within will tarnish too. 

But love’s an essence of the soul, 

Which sinks not %vith this chain of clay ; 

Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of with’ring pain or pale decay. 

And surely, when the touch of Death 
Dissolves the spirit’s earthly ties. 

Love still attends th’ immortal breath, 

And makes it purer for the skies I 

Oh Rosa, when, to seek its sphere, 

My soul shall leave this orb of men. 

That love which form’d its treasure here, 
Shall be its hest of treasures then I 
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And as?, iii fabled dicanis of old, 

Some air-born goniu'?, cliild (d* time, 

Pre!^ldcd o\n oacli ^tar f'Uit roll'd, 

And traek'd it ihrouji^li its path snblime; 

So thcan fair pianet, not iinlcd, 

Shalt thronoh Ihy moital orbit stray; 

Thy lover’s shade, to thee ^tdl Mcd, 

Sliall linger round thy earthly v/ay. 

Let other spirits lange the i^ky, 

And play around each starry gem ; 

ril bask beneath that lucid eye. 

Nor envy vroiids of huns to them. 

And when that heart shall cease to beat. 
And when that breath at leiigih is free. 

Then, Rosa, soul lo soul well meet, 

And mingle to eternity ! 
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SONG. 

The wi'eath you wove, the wreath you wove 
Is fair — but oh, how fair. 

If Pity’s hand had stol’n from Love 
One leaf to mingle there ! 

If every rose with gold were tied, 

Did gems for dewdrops fall, 

One faded leaf where Love had sigh’d 
Were sweetly worth them all. 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
Our emblem well may be ; 

Its bloom is yours, but hopeless Love 
Must keep its tears for me. 
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THE SALE OF LOVES. 

I DREAMT tliiit, ill llie Papliiaii gvovcs, 

My nets by moonliglit laung, 

I canght a iliglit of wauioii Loves, 

Among tlie rosc-beds playing. 

Some just bad left tlicir silv’ry biicll, 

While some were full lu feather ; 

So pi'etty a lot of Loves to sell, 

Were never yet strung togcthei. 

Come buy luy Loves, 

Come buy luy Loves, 

Ye dames and rosc-lipp’d misses I — 
They're new and bright, 

The eost is light, 

For the coin of this isle is kisses. 

First Cions came, with looks sedate, 

The coin on her lips was ready ; 

“ I buy,*' quoth she, “ my Love by weight, 
Full grown, if you please, and steady.” 
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“ Let mine be light,” said Fanny, pray — 

“ Such lasting toys undo one; 

A light little Love that will last to day, — 

“ To-morrow m sport a new one.” 

Come buy my Loves, 

Come buy my Loves, 

Ye dames and rose-lipp’d misses ! — 

There’s some will keep, j 

Some light and cheap, j 

At from ten to twenty kisses. j 

I 

The learned Prue took a pert young thing, | 
To divert her virgin Muse with, j 

And pluck sometimes a quill from his wing, 

To indite her billet-doux with. 

Poor Cloe would give for a well-fledg’d pair 
Her only eye, if you’d ask it ; 

And Tabitha begg’d, old toothless fair, 

For the youngest Love in the basket. 

Come buy my Loves, &c. &c. 

But one was left, when Susan came, 

One worth them all together ; 
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At sight of her dear looks of shame, 

He smiled, and pruned his feather. 

She wish’d the boy — ^’twas more than whim-— 
Her looks, her sighs betray’d it ; 

But kisses were not enough for him, 

I ask’d a heart, and she paid it I 
Good-by, my Loves, 

Good-by, my Loves, 

’Twould make yon smile to’ve seen ns 
First trade for this 
Sweet child of bliss, 

And then nurse the boy between us. 
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The world liad just begun to steal 
Eacli hope that led me lightly on ; 

I felt not, as I us’d to feel, 

And life grew dark and love was gone. 

No eye to mingle sorrow’s tear, 

No lip to mingle pleasure’s breath. 

No circling arms to draw me near — 

’Twas gloomy, and I wish’d for death. 

But when I saw that gentle eye, 

Oh I something seem’d to tell me then. 

That I was yet too young to die, 

And hope and bliss might bloom again. 

With every gentle smile that crost 

Your kindling cheek, you lighted home 

Some feeling, which my heart had lost. 

And peace, which far had learn’d to roam. 
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’Twas then indeed so sweet to live, 

Hope look'd so new and Love so kind, 
That, though I mourn, I yet forgive 
The ruin they have left hchind. 

I could have lov’d you — oh, so well ! — 
The dream, that wishing boyhood knows, 
Is but a bright, beguiling spell. 

That only lives while passion glows : 

But, when this early flush declines, 

When the heart’s sunny morning fleets, 
You know not then how close it twines 
Round the first kindred soul it meets. 

Yes, yes, I could have lov’d, as one 
Who, while his youth’s enchantments fall, 
Finds something dear to rest upon, 

Which pays him for the loss of all. 
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TO 


Never mind how the pedagogue proses, 
You want not antiquity’s stamp ; 

A lip, that such fragrance discloses, 

Oh ! never should smell of the lamp. 

Old Cloe, whose withering kiss 
Hath long set the Loves at defiance, 

Now, done with the science of bliss, 
May take to the blisses of science. 

But for you to be buried in books — 
Ah, Fanny, they’re pitiful sages, 

Who could not in one of your looks 
Read more than in millions of pages. 

Astronomy finds in those eyes 
Better light than she studies above ; 

And Music would borrow your sighs 
As the melody fittest for Love. 
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Your Arillmiotic only can Inp 

If to count your own clianns you ciulcjavour; 

And Eloquence glows on your lip 

When you swear, that you’ll love me for ever. 

Thus you see, vhat a brilliant alliance 
Of aits IS assembled in you , — 

A course of more exquisite bcicnce 
Man never need wish to pursue. 

And, oh ! — if a Fellow like me 
May confer a diploma of hcai’ts, 

With my lip thii'« I seal your degree, 

My divine little Mistress of Ails * 




ON THE 

DEATH OF A LADY. 

i 

Sweet spirit I if thy airy sleep 
Nor sees my tears nor hears my sighs^ 

Then will I weep, in anguish weep, 

Till the last heart’s drop fills mine eyes. 

But if thy sainted soul can feel, 

And mingles in our misery ; 

Then, then my breaking heart I’ll seal — 

Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me. 

The beam of morn was on the stream, 

But sullen clouds the day deform : 

Like thee was that young, orient beam, 

Like death, alas, that sullen storm ! 

Thou wert not form’d for living here, 

So link’d thy soul was with the sky ; 

Yet, ah, we held thee all so dear, 

We thought thou wert not form’d to die. 


I. 


Y 
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INCONSTANCY. 

And do I then wonder that Julia deceives me. 

When surely there’s nothing in nature more 
common ? 

She vows to he true, and while vowing she leaves 
me — 

And could I expect any more from a woman ? 

Oh, woman ! your heart is a pitiful treasure ; 

And Mahomet’s doctrine was not too severe, 

When he held that you were but materials of 
pleasure, 

And reason and thinking were out of your sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can win 
it, 

He thinks that an age of anxiety’s paid ; 

But, oh, wdiilc he’s blest, let him die at the 
minute — 

If he live but a day^ he’ll be surely betray’d. 
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THE NATAL GENIUS. 

A DEEAJJI. 

TO 

THE MORNING OF HER BIRTHDAY. 

In witcliing slumbers of the niglit, 

I dreamt I was the airy sprite 
That on thy natal moment smil’d ; 

And thought I wafted on my wing 
Those flow’rs which in Elysium spring, 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive-branch I bound thy head, 

Heart’s ease along thy path I shed, 

Which was to bloom through all thy years ; 
Nor yet did I forget to bind 
Love’s roses, with his myrtle twin’d, 

And dew’d by sympathetic tears. 

Y 2 
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ich was tlie wild hut precious boon 
^Mch Fancy, at her magic noon, 

Bade me to Nona’s image pay ; 
iud were it thus my fate to be 
^hy little guardian deity, 

How blest around thy steps I’d play ! 

Thy life should glide in peace along, 
Calm as some lonely shepherd’s song 
That’s heard at distance in the grove ; 
No cloud should ever dim thy sky, 

No thorns along thy pathway lie, 

But all be beauty, peace, and love. 

Indulgent Time should never bring 
To thee one blight upon his wing, 

So gently o’er thy brow he’d fly ; 

And death itself should but be felt 
Ifike that of daybeams, when they melt, 
Bright to the last, in evening’s sky I 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS, 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY JULIA, 

ON THE DEATH OP HEE BEOTHEE. 

Though sorrow long has vrovn mj heart ; 

Though every day I’ve counted o’er 
Hath brought a new and quick’ning smart 
To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 

Though in my earliest life bereft 
Of tender links by nature tied; 

Though hope deceiv’d, and pleasure left; 
Though friends betray’d and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes — for hope will stay 
After the sunset of delight ; 

So like the star which ushers day. 

We scarce can think it heralds night! — 
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I hop'd that, after all its strife, 

My weary heart at length should rest, 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 

Find harbour in a brother s breast 

That brother’s breast was warm with truth, 
Was bright with honour’s purest ray ; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth — 

Ah, why then was he torn away ? 

He should have stay’d, have linger’d here 
To soothe his Julia’s every woe ; 

tie should have chas’d each bitter tear, 

And not have caus’d those tears to flow. 

We saw within his soul expand 

The fruits of genius, nurs’d by taste ; 

While Science, with a fost’ring hand, 

Upon his brow her chaplet plac’d. 

We saw, by bright degrees, his mind 

Grow rich in all that makes men dear;-— 

Enlighten’d, social, and refin’d, 

In friendship firm, in love sincere. 
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Such was the youth we lov’d so well, 

And such the hopes that fate denied ; 

We lov’d, but ah ! could scarcely tell 
How deep, how dearly, till he died ! 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 

Twin’d with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 

The heart is almost broken too. 
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TO THE LARGE AND BEAUTIFUL 

MISS 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME PARTNEESHIP IN A LOTTERY SHARE. 
IMPROMPTU. 

— Ego pai s ViiiG 

In wedlock a species of lottery lies, 

Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ; 

But how comes it that you, such a capital prjze, 
Should so long have remain’d in the wheel ? 

If ever, by Fortune’s indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll, 

A sixteenth, Heav’n knows I were sufficient for me ; 
For what could I do with the whole? 
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A DREAM. 

I THOUGHT this heart enkindled lay 
On Cupid’s burning shrine : 

I thought he stole thy heart away. 
And plac’d it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt, 

Like ice before the sun ; 

Till both a glow congenial felt, 

And mingled into one I 
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TO 

With all my soul, then, let us part, 

Since both are anxious to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart, 

If you will send back mine to me. 

We’ve had some happy hours together, 

But joy must often change its wing; 

And spring would be but gloomy weathei, 
If we had nothing else but spring. 

’Tis not that I expect to find 

A more devoted, fond, and true one, 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind — 
Enough for me that she’s a new one. 

Thus let us leave the bower of love, 
Where we have loiter’d long in bliss ; 

And you may down that pathway rove, 
While I shall take my way through this. 
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ANACREONTIC. 

“ Sue never look'd so kind before — 

Yet why the wanton's smile recall? 

« I’ve seen this witchery o'er and o’er, 

’Tis hollow, vain, and heartless all !” i 

Thus I said and, sighing, drain’d 

The cup which she so late had tasted ; 

Upon whose rim still fresh remain’d 
The breath, so oft in falsehood wasted. 

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if ’twere not of her I sang ; 

But still the notes on Lamia hung-— 

On whom but Lamia could they hang? ^ 

Those eyes of hers, that floating shine, ; 

Like diamonds in some Eastern river; i 

That kiss, for which, if worlds were mine, 

A world for every kiss I’d give her. 
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That frame so delicate, yet warm’d 
With flushes of love*s genial hue ; — 

A mould transparent, as if form’d 
To let the spirit’s light shine through. 

Of these I sung, and notes and words 
Were sweet, as if the very air 

From Lamia’s lip hung o’er the chords, 

And Lamia’s voice still warbled there ! 

But when, alas, I turn’d the theme. 

And when of vows and oaths I spoke, 

Of truth and hope’s seducing dream — 

The chord beneath my finger broke. 

False harp I false woman I — such, oh, such 
Are lutes too frail and hearts too willing ; 

Any hand, whate’er its touch, 

Can set their chords or pulses thrilling. 

And when that thrill is most awake, 

And when you think Heav’n’s joys await you, 

The nymph will change, the chord will break — 
Oh Love, oh Music, how I hate you ! 
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TO JULIA. 

I SAW the peasant s hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever; 

They seem’d in very being twin’d ; 

Yet now the oak is fresh as ever I 

Not so the widow’d ivy shines ; 

Torn from its dear and only stay, 

In drooping widowhood it pines, 

And scatters all its bloom away. 

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine. 

Till Fate disturb’d their tender ties : 
Thus gay indifference blooms in thine. 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies I 
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HYMK 

OF 

A VIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

AT THE TOMB OE HEE MOTHEK. 

Oh, lost, for ever lost — no more 
ShairV^per liglit our dewy way 
Along the rocks of Orissa’s shore, 

To hymn the fading fires of day ; 

No more to Tenip6’s distant vale 

In holy musings shall we roam, i 

Through summer’s glow and winter’s gale, 

To bear the mystic chaplets home."^’ 

t 

• The laurel, for the common uses of the temple, for adorn- 
ing the altars and sweeping the pavement, was supplied by a 
tree near the fountain of Castalia; but upon all important | 
occasions, they scoot to Tempe for their laurel. We find, in I 
Pausanias, that this valley supplied the branches, of which ; 
the temple was originally constructed; and Plutarch 
his Dialogue on Music, The youth who brings the 'Rmpic 
laurel to Delphi is always attended by a player on the flute.” 
AAAe fivtv Kai rt^ KaraKoixt^opri Traih rii}V Tefjnrmrjp BcppVTjv m 
A€A<povs •trapofiapru avATirrjS, 
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’Twas then my sonFs expanding zeal, 

By nature warm’d and led by thee, 

In every breeze was taught to feel 
The breathings of a Deity. 

Guide of my heart ! still hovering round, 
Thy looks, thy words are still my own — 
I see thee raising from the ground 
Some laurel, by the winds o’erthrown, 
And hear thee say, This humble bough 
“ Was planted for a doom dSdne ; 

And, though it droop in languor now, 

“ Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine I 
Thus, in the vale of earthly sense. 
Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 

A %igivless hand shall cull it thence, 

“To bloom immortal in the skies I ” 

All that the young should feel and know, 
By thee was taught so sweetly well, 

Thy words fell soft as vernal snow. 

And all was brightness where they fell I 
Fond soother of my infant tear. 

Fond sharer of my infant joy. 
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Is not thy shade still lingering here ? 

Am I not still thy soul’s employ ? 

Oh yes — and, as in former days. 

When, meeting on the sacred mount. 
Our nymphs awak’d their choral lays, 
And danc'd around Cassotis’ fount ; 

As then, ’twas all thy wish and care, 

That mine should be the simplest mien, 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the lightest o’er the green : 

So still, each look and step to mould. 

Thy guardian care is round me spread, 
Arranging every snowy fold, 

And guiding every mazy tread. 

And, when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 

Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony. 

Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave 
Shall never drop its silv’ry tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so entirely dear I 





JUVENILE POEMS, 


SYxMPATHY. 

TO JULIA. 


sine me sit nulla Venus, Sulpicia. 

Our hearts, my love, were form’d to be 
The genuine twins of Sympathy, 

They live with one sensation : 

In joy or grief, but most in love, 

Like chords in unison they move, 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How oft I’ve heard thee fondly say, 

Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 
When mine no more is moving ; 

Since, now, to feel a joy alone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none 
So twinn’d are we in loving ! 
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THE TEAR. 

On beds of snow the moonbeam slept, 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 

When by the damp grave Ellen wept — 
Fond maid ! it was her Lindor's tomb ! 

A warm tear gush’d, the wintry air 
Congeal’d it as it flow’d away : 

All night it lay an ice-drop there, 

At morn it glitter’d in the ray. 

An angel, wand’ring from her splierc*, 
Who saw this bright, this frozen gem, 

To dew-ey’d Pity brought the tear, 

And hung it on her diadem ! 
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THE SNAKE. 

My love and I, tlie otlier day, 

Within a myrtle arbour lay, 

When near us, from a rosy bed, 

A little Snake put forth its head. 

See,” said the maid with thoughtful eyes — 
Yonder the fatal emblem lies ! 

Who could expect such hidden harm 
Beneath the rose’s smiling charm ? ” ; 

Never did grave remark occur 

Less h^propos than this from her. | 

i 

I 

I rose to kill the snake, but she, i 

Half-smiling, pray’d it might not be. i 

No,” said the maiden — and, alas, , 

Her eyes spoke volumes, while she said it — , 

Long as the snake is in the grass, 

« One may, perhaps, have cause to dread it : 
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But, ■when its wicked eyes appear, 

** And when wc know tor what they wink so, 

** One must be very simple, dear, 

« Xo let it wound one — don't you think so ? ' 
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TO ROSA. 

Is the song of Rosa mute ? 

Once such lays inspired her lute I 
Never doth a sweeter song 
Steal the breezy lyre along, 

When the wind, in odours dying, 
Wooes it with enamour'd sighing. 

Is my Rosa’s lute unstrung ? 
Once a tale of peace it sung 
To her lover’s throbbing breast — 
Then was he divinely blest ! 

Ah ! but Rosa loves no more, 
Therefore Rosa’s song is o’er ; 
And her lute neglected lies ; 

And her boy forgotten sighs. 
Silent lute — forgotten lover — 
Rosa’s love and song are over I 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

Sjc jurat perire. 


When wearied wretches sink to sleep,, 

How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 

To those who weep and long to die ! 

Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flowrets deck the green earth’s breast ? 

Tis there I wish to lay my head, 

’Tis there I wish to sleep at rest. 

Oh, let not tears embalm my tomb, — 

None but the dews at twilight given I 

Oh, let not sighs disturb the gloom, — ■ 

None but the whispering winds of heaven I 
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LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 


Eque brevi verbo ferre perenne malum. 

Secundcs, eleg.yii. 

Still tlie question I must parry, 

Still a %vayward truant prove : 

Where I love, I must not marry ; 

Where I marry, cannot love. 

Were she fairest of creation, 

With the least presuming mind; 
Learned without affectation ; 

Not deceitful, yet refin’d ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid ; 

Gay, but not too lightly free ; 

Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid; 

Fond, yet satisfied with me ; 
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Were slio all tlu*^ ton times over, 

All tliat hoav’n to cartli allows, 

I slionld be too mucli her lover 
Ever 1o become her spouse. 

Love will never bear enslaving ; 

Suinmci garments suit him bc^t i 
Bliss iisclf is not worth having, 

If wc/ie by compulsion blest 
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i 

I 

i 

I 

ANACREONTIC. | 

I fill’d to tliee, to thee I drank, | 

I nothing did but drink and fill ; ? 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, | 

’Twas drinking, filling, drinking still. 1 


At length I bid an artist paint 
Thy image in this ample enp, 

That I might see the dimpled saint, 

To whom I quaff’d my nectar up. 

Behold, how bright that purple lip 
Now blushes through the wave at me ; 
Every roseate drop I sip 
Is just like kissing wine from thee. 

And still I drink the more for this ; 

For, ever when the draught I drain. 
Thy lip invites another kiss, 

And — in the nectar flows again. 
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So, here’s to thee, my gentle dear, 

And may that eyelid never shine 
Beneath a darker, bitterer tear 
Than bathes it in this bowl of mine I 


THE SURPRISE. 

Chloris, I swear, by all I ever swore, 

That from this hour I shall not love thee more. — 
« What I love no more ? Oh I why this alter’d vow?’ 
Because I cannot love thee more — than now i 
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TO MISS 

ON HER ASKING THE AUTHOR WHY SHE HAD 
SLEEPLESS NIGHTS. 

Fll ask the sylph who round thee flies, 

And in thy breath his pinion dips, 

Who suns him in thy radiant eyes. 

And faints upon thy sighing lips : 

111 ask him where’s the veil of sleep 
That us’d to shade thy looks of light; 

And why those eyes their vigil keep, 

When other suns are sunk in night ? 

And I will say — her angel breast 
Has never throbb’d with guilty sting; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 

Where Slumber could repose his wing I 
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And I will say — licr checks that flush, 
Like vernal roses in the sun, 

Have ne’er by shame been taught to blush, 
Except for what her eyes have done I 

Then tell me, why, thou child of air I 
Does slumber from her eyelids rove ? 
What IS her heart’s impassion’d care ? — 
Perhaps, oh sylph I perhaps, ’tis hve ^ , 
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THE WONDEK. 

CoMEi tell me where the maid is found, 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 

And I will range the world around, 

To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me where’s her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh, 

A pilgrimage of years I’ll roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye 1 

And if her cheek be smooth and bright. 
While truth within her bosom lies, 

111 gaze upon her morn and night. 

Till my heart leave me through my eyes. 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

111 own all miracles are true ; 

To make one maid sincere and fair, 

Oh, lis the utmost Heav n can do I 
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LYING. 

Che con le lor bngie pajon diTini Mawo SAram:. 

I DO confess, in many a sigh, 

My lips have breath'd you many a lie; 

And who, with such delights in view, 

Would lose them, for a lie or two ? 

]s[ay,— look not thus, with brow reproving; 
Lies are, ray dear, the soul of loving. 

If half we tell the girls were true, 

If half wc swear to think and do, 

Were aught but lying’s ])right illusion, 

This world would be in strange confusion. 

If ladies' eyes were, every one, 

As lovers swear, a radiant sun, 

Astronomy must leave the skies, 

To learn her lore in ladies’ eyes. 

Oh, no— believe me, lovely girl, 

When nature turns your teeth to pearl, 
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Your neck to snow, 3 ^onr eyes to fire, 
Your amber locks to golden wire, 

Then, only then can Heaven decree^ 
That you should live for only me. 

Or I for you, as night and morn, 

WeVe swearing kist, and kissing sworn. 

And now, my gentle hints to clear, 

For once 111 tell you truth, my dear. 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
Some loving youth, whose love is sweet, 
Long as you’re false and he believes you, 
Long as you trust and he deceives you, 
So long the blissful bond endures, 

And while he lies, his heart is yours : 
But, oh I you’ve wholly lost the youth 
The instant that he tells you truth. 
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ANACllEONTIC. 

FitiENB of my soiii, this goblet sip, 

'Twill chase that pensive tear ; 

'Tis not so sweet as woman's lip, 

But, oh I 'tis more sincere. 

Like her delusive beam, 

'Twill steal away thy mind: 

But, truer than love’s dream, 

It leaves no sting behind. 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade ; 

These how’rs were cull’d at noon; — 

Like woman’s love the rose will fade, 

But, ah ! not half so soon. 

For though the flower’s decay’d, 

Its fragrance is not o’er ; 

But once when love’s betray’d, 

Its sweet life blooms no more. 
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•PROSPECTUS. 


i On, December 1, will be pubhshed^ | 

THE FIRST VOLUME \ 

OF I 

A DICTIONARY, 

i GEOGRAPHICAL, STATISTICAL, AND I 
HISTORICAL, I 

OP THE I 

VARIOUS COUNTRIES, PLACES, AND | 

PRINCIPAL NATURAL OBJECTS IN THE WORLD. | 

BY J. R. M‘CULLOCH, ESQ. 

CONTAINING UPWARDS OP A THOUSAND CLOSELY-PRINTED 5 
PAGES, AND LARGE FOLDING MAPS, OP 5 

; L The World oa Mercator’s Projection (with separate sections, ? 
comprising The Canton Rivers, Van Dieman’s Land, \ 

i Mouths ot the River Hoogly, Island of Singapore, and 5 

Colony of Good Hope). I 

2. Navigable Rivers, completed and proposed Canals and Rail- J 
roads of Great Britain and Ireland, with the Coal Fields, [ 
Lighthouses, etc. \ 

3, British Possessions in North America, with part of the United k 
States. s 

4. Central and Southern Europe, with the Mediterranean Sea. \ 

5. Asi^ — from an entire new Drawing, by J, and C, Walker. | 

We subjoin an Extract from the original Prospectus, illustrative \ 
of the object of the work, and the principles on which it has been J 
compiled . — I 
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« But bow xiseful and impoitant soever, believe it will be I 
pretty geneially admitted that the gt eater niimbei of these publica- I 
tions that hove hitheito appeared iu this counti y have not beeir of S 
a hind to in&piie conlidence. The authors have seldom referred | 
to the soinces whence their statements woic derived, so that the I 
: 1 eadei has nothing better to trust to, than the authority of, peihaps, I 
i an anonymous compiler; at the same time that he is deprived of | 

] the means of icadily veritying his facts, or of referung to the > 
i oiiginal authoiities for further iufoimation. These works have ^ 
j mostly also been compiled either on too contracted or too extensive ^ 
\ a plan, so that vi’-hde, in the one case, the reader was frequently not ^ 
? supplied with important infonnation, in the other, the book became ^ 
at once too bulky, costly, and inconvenient. Another defect by < 
^ which most Geographical Dictionaries published in Great Britain 
f have been characterized, is the dispropoitionod size of the parts, or \ 
\ thepiepondeiance given to minor ai tides and uninteresting topics, j 
\ wdiile those having leferencc to great coimtiies, oi important places 5 
01 subjects, have often been reduced in a more than corresponding 
\ degree. It is difiicult, indeed, to hinder the desci iptions of towns - 
in a Geographical Dictionary from extending beyond their fair ! 
piopoitiou of the woik, but still they may be confined within 
icasonable limits, and without displaying the glaring anomaly of 
\ a capital city, for example, occupying a greater space than that of 
j* the country in which it is situated. 


S'; 

'i « During the compilation of the Commercial Dictionary, the 
•; author having had occasion to refer to a good many Geographical 
^ Dictionaiios, it occurred to him that he might, perhaps, be able 
] to produce one that should be more generally accuiate and useful. 
i This, however, would not have been enough. I he impioved 
i state of geographical knowledge, and the inci easing relations of 
\ this country with others, icquucd that any woik a^'piring to the 
? character of a book of reference, should be wdiolly drawn up fion 
\ original sources, and lendered as authentic and instructive as 


> possible. 


Prospectus. 


It is necessary, however, to observe, that we have not attempted ? 
to supply the reader with a complete Geographical and Statistical J 
Dictionary. Such a work would necessarily extend to many | 
volumes, and would embrace multitudinous details nowise inter- ; 
esting to the great majority of readers. Our object has been of a i 
I more limited kind, intended for the especial use of English- ^ 
I men, we have dwelt at greatest length on those articles, and on j 
I those parts of articles, we thought most likely to interest them. ? 
Hence we have appropriated a much larger space to articles con- j 

< nected with our Eastern possessions, and our colonies in different 3 

I parts of the world, than they may appear, on other grounds, pro- j 
I perly entitled to. On the same principle, we have lengthened the \ 
I accounts of those countries and places with which our countrymen j 
I have the greatest intercourse, or which have acquired celebrity by | 
i the historical associations connected with them j and have propor- | 
I tionally shortened the others. | 

« Without neglecting the physical geography of the different | 
I countries and places, we have directed our principal attention to \ 
I their industry, institutions, and the conditions of their inhabitants. ! 
> Neither have we attempted to confine oui selves within what might | 
I perhaps, be called the limits of a strictly Geographical and Stativ ? 
I tical work. Wherever the occasion seemed to justify it, we have | 
\ not scrupled to commend and censure, as well as to describe; and \ 
j have endeavoured to appreciate the influence of institutions and i 
s habits on national welfare. The historical notices are necessarily i 

< very brief, and are, unless in the more important articles, mostly i 

< restricted to an enumeration of leading events, ; 


; « Our object being to supply a work of easy reference to the public \ 

; at large, we have, in general, given our notices of countries and \ 
i places under the names by which they are most commonly known | 
I in England. This does not involve any want of scientific pre- | 
i cision; though if it did, it would be moie than countervailed by | 
I its being better adapted to the public use. Among the many | 
thousands, who might wish, for example, to acquire some infer- | 
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SProspectuSi 


mation rc‘?pectmg the pment state of the Dead Sea, there are not, 
perhaps, as many dozens who would think ot seeking fo» it under 
the head Baltr eULontf the Arabic name for tliat famous sea, 

** It did not enter into our plan to notice countries or places as 
they existed in antiquity. But, whoi evoi we thought that such 
notices would be likely to interest the genet al leader, we have not 
hesitated to introduce them. Our object, in fact, was not so much 
to compile a dictionary on stiictly sciontilic principles, and that 
should be perfectly homogeneous in its pai ts, as to produce one that 
might he lelicd on, that should omit few articles of importance, 
and that culinary leaders should find geiieially interesting. 

*' None can be more fully satisfied than we are of the great diffi- 
culty of accomplishing even this much. In a woik embracing so 
great a variety of statements as to matters in regard to winch it is 
frequently all but impossible to acquire correct information, perfect 
accuracy need not be looked foi . But we can honestly say that 
we have spared no pains to make oui woik worthy of the reader’s 
confidence; and would fain hope that the eirors that may be de- 
tected in it are not such as sensibly to detract from its utility.” 

The distances between one place and another are generally, 
unless wheie the contiary is stated, direct They have been 
measured on the best maps— mostly on those of Mr. John Arrow- 
smith, the accuracy and excellence of which are universally ad*' 
mitted. 

It remains only to add, that the woi k will appear in monthly 
parts. It is impossible, at this moment, to specify its precise 
limits, but it will be confined within the smallest possible compass; 
in two volumes. 

Part IX. commencing the Second Volume, will be published 
early in 1841, price 5s. with a Map, 
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ALo, hy the same Author^ 

-ft. BICTIOacTABir, 

Practical, Theoretical, and Historical, of 

COMMERCE 


I COMMERCUL NAVIGATION. ; 

t t. 

I Illustrated with Maps and Plans. 50s. boards. / 


A New Edition has just been published, with a new and enlarged ; 
Supplement, J 

In this Edition all the more important returns and accounts as j 
[ to the Trade, Navigation, and Consumption, of this and other \ 
i countries, have been brought down to the latest period. In some \ 
instances, too, the form of the returns has been changed j and new \ 

; ones, drawn up on a more comprehensive plan and embracing 5 
various additional particulars, have been substituted for those pre- ‘ 
* viously embodied in the work. In illustration of this the reader \ 
is referred to the tables now given under the articles Imports and J 
;; Exports: they will, it is believed, be found to contain within a j 
brief space the completest view hitherto laid before the Public of ? 
i the recent trade of the British Empire. A few articles have also 1 
been inserted; among which may be specified those on Bombay, | 
Malta, etc. | 

; The present Supplement has been greatly enlarged, and, it is 
hoped* materially improved. It contains as much matter as would 
fill, if printed with types of a medium size, a large octavo volume, 

: ^ind embraces a good deal of important information not elsewhere 
; to be met with. We can assure the reader that neither labour nor 
: expense has been spared to render it instructive and trustworthy, i 


a XTotice of a Series of Cyelopoeaias, 

I It embodies the substance of the former %p.plements, and has 
I amonpf others, articles on the following subjects ; viz.: 

I Austuian Tariff, ano Niav the probable consequences o 
I CoMAiraciAL TuRAxy with Foieign Competition, etc. 

I Austria, Navigation of the Danube. 

jJoiNT-hroCK IUnk.; ^..th a Xium; with Pku.su, Pkus- 
I cmiplete list ot those osta- Cohmekoiai, League, 

blishmonts, and an oxaimna- Taiu™, etc. 

, tionoithcprinc.plosonwh.ch Eaieway Le- 

I they shou d bo founded. gislatiok. 

; Amkrican ILvneing SysSTEm; „ 

j with Romaik-son thcLiabili- New- Iost-Office Arrange- 
; ties of the Foreign Holders ments, 

> of the Stock of the United Alterations in the British 
i States Bank. Tariff 

I New Customs Act for Ben- Russian Tariff. 

[ GAL. Classification of Ships. 

; Coinage of America and Sugar Trade, Growth of Beet 
i India. Root Sugar, etc. 

I Cotton Trade of Great Bar- Commercial Treaty with 

1 ’ TAIN, from 1816 to 1839, Turkey, with Notices of 
both inclusive. Civita Vecchia, Galacz, 

Tables op Imports and Ex- Guayaquil, Port Lamar, 

PORTS, comprising a full Ac- Montevideo, Moulmein, Eo- 

count of the Foreign Trade stock, etc. 
of the United Kingdom dur- Opium Trade; with Remarks 

ing the Ten Years ending on the State of our Relations 
j with J 838, with Remarks on wntb China. 


Bxtract from the Author*s Fr^aee* 

** It has been the wi«h of the Author and Piibliahera of this Work, that it 
should be «is ixtcnsively mctul as po‘*sihle li they be not deceived in tlioir 
expectations, it may be advaniai'COuMj emjduyi’d .i8 a soilot rade inecum by 
meichanta, tradeis, ^hip outiuis, and ship-iiidsteis, in coiKiutiuif; the deiaila 
01 their respective bu'iinesses. It is hoped, howovu, lliai tins oluett has 
been attaintd without omittinE: the consuler.iiioii ot any topic, incident to the 
j subject, lb it siemcd calculatid to uiaKe ihe book geiwially serviceable, and 
^ lo iccoinmcnd ir to the attention ol ill cla‘}''ts. 

\ our object been merely to conMder Coniineice as a science, or to 

\ investigate its principles, we should not have adopted the loi in of a Diciion- 
I ary. But Commerce is not a acieme only, bat also an art of the utmost 
\ practical importance, and m the prostcution of w hit h a veiy huge pioporlion 
I of the population of every civilised country is actively engaged. Hence, to 
? be generally useful, a work on Corameice should combine practice, theory, 

> and history. Difterent leadeis may lesort to it loi dilfertiit piupo^es and 

> every one should be able to bud in ti cleai and aci urate inlounanon,\vhethci 
5 his object be to make himself familiar widi deiaih, to acquae a Knowledge 
I of principles, or to learn the revolutions diat have taken place in the various 
\ depaitments of trade. 


Printed Ar liongmaxt, Orme, and Ca. 


ot>ject\(m^t& describe articles in the state in which they are i 
otierea for sale, weTrave not entered, except when it was necessary to a;ive J 
precision oi clearness to their descuption, into any details as to the processes ^ 
followed m then manufacture. | 

“Aware that, ui a work ot this nature, accuracy in matters of fact is of | 
primary iraporlMce, the auihoritj on which an> statement la made is inva- ) 
nably quoted. Except too, in the case of books in every one’s bands, or I 
Dictionaries, the page or chapter oi eveiy work reterred to is generally j 
specified, experience having taught ns that the convtment practice ot string-* f 
ing together a list of authorities at the end ot an article, is much oftener a \ 
cloak for ignorance than an. evidence of research.” J 

The Supplement, containing excellent Maps of the com- I 
pleted and proposed Canals, Railways, etc. of Great Britain and I 
Ii eland, and of the British Possessions in North America, may j 
be had separately, price 8s. | 


THE FOLLOWING IS A LIST OF 

CYCLOPiEDIAS & DICTIONARIES, 

ALSO PUBLISHED BY MESSES. LONGMAN AND CO. 


Opimom of the Press on the Entire Series, 

“ The authors and publishers of most of the great Dictionanes 
and Encyclopaedias that have hitherto appeared in this and other 
countries, have endeavoured to concentrate into a single work all 
the scattered elements of universal knowledge. But success in I 
such an undertaking could not rationally he looked for; in such j 
works it is uniformly found that those departments with which the ? 
editors and principal contributors are best acquainted are treated S 
at great length, and often with much care and research , while I 
those equally important, and far more numerous, departments, | 
with which they are less familiar, or in which they take less interest, I 
are dispatched in a comparatively brief and slovenly manner. It i 
is clear, too, that if all the various branches of human knowledge s 
were treated in a single work, with that completeness which the \ 
interest attached to the greater number demands, it would be of C 
the most gigantic dimensions, and could not be afforded except at | 
a price that would preclude the great bulk of readers from beeom- c 
ing purchasers. We have, therefore, always approved of the I 
valuable Encyclopaedias which have issued, or are in the course of ? 
publication, by Messrs. Longman. They seem to form a series of i 
Special and Independent Dictionaries, each being the work of > 
persons distinguished by their attention to, and proficiency m, the J 
departments of which it treats. The advantages of this arrange- > 
ment are obvious. Each subject must have the best chance of \ 



3.0 isrotice of a Series of CyclCpeeOlas, 

being well and carcFidly tieated. The publication^ oT a series of : 

! Independent Dictionaiies is further advanlaglT^s, by its giving !; 

I individuals the option of purchasing such only as they may have 
: occasion for, without encumbering themselves with the otheiis. 

I The success of the woiks all eady published on this plan shows that ! 

; It has been fully approved of by the public.”— 

JErtracts f ro7n a Notice of these Cyclopcvdias in the Athenmiim, ; 

A series of cncyclopajdical volumes, whei cin a great quantity of 
infoimation is to be condensed into a small compass, and arranged 
in a form the most convenient for frequent reference. Such a 
seiies will, when completed, form a valuable libraiy of piactical 
knowledge The specimens we have already seen of these works 
: are such as do gi eat credit to the puhlishci s who foi med the design, : 

and to the authors who have executed the lespoctive divisions. | 

' ‘ Loudon’s Encyclopaedia of Agricultme’ has now given proof of ; 

its value by a thud edition; his ‘ Encyclopaedia of Gardening’ is 
' to be seen open on the table of every scientific gardener, and of , 
every man who values his garden, from one end of this garden- : 
covered island to the other — from the legion of the heath to that 
of the myrtle* " McCulloch’s Dictionary of Commeice and Cora- ; 
mercial Navigation’ is to be found in the library equally of the 
merchant and the man of general information. Of the * Dictionary 
of Practical Medicine,* by Dr. Copland, we heretofore expressed 
our approbation. Taken as a whole, and judging by the specimens 
; already published, we consider this series of works to be one of the 
most valuable produced for many years ; and we look forward to ! 

; the publication of the ‘Dictionary of Science, Literature, and Art/ | 
with confidence and special pleasure, as a work much wanted, s 
None can conceive, who have not witnessed them, the difficulties : 
encountered in the attempt to get up sterling substantial works of 
this kind ; few are aware of the extent of knowledge, of reading, 

' and of sustained effort in collecting, writing out, and digesting ; 
such works.” 

A DICTIONARY OF 

AETS, MANUFACTUKES, & MINES;:; 

> CONTAINWG 

A Clear Exposition of their Principles and Practice. 

By ANDREW URE, M.D. F.R.S. M.G.S. etc. 

New Edition. 

1241 Engravings on Wood. 50s. cloth, lettered. 


Brinteft for longman, Orm©, Oo. 


ax 


I The followif!5|i§|p the objects which the Aothor has endeavoured 
to accomplish: — 

jpirst — To instruct the manufacturer, metallurgist, and trades- 
man, in the principles of their respective processes, so as to render 
them in realitv the masters of their business, and to emancipate 
them from a state of bondage to operatives — too commonly the 
slaves of blind prejudice and vicious routine. 

Secondly — To afford to merchants, lirokers, drysalters, druggists, 
and officers of the revenue, characteristic descriptions of the com- 
modities which pass through their hands. 

Thirdly — By exhibiting some of the finest developments of 
chemistry and physics, to lay open an excellent practical school to 
students of these kindred sciences. 


Fourthly — To teach capitalists, who may be desirous of placing 
their funds in some productive branch of industry, to select judi- 
ciously among plausible claimants. 

Fifthly — To enable gentlemen of the law to become well ac- 
quainted with the nature of those patent schemes, which are so 
apt to give rise to litigation. 

Sixthly To present to our legislators such a clear exposition of 

our staple manufactures, as may dissuade them from enacting laws 
which obstruct industry, or cherish one branch of it to the injury 
of many others. 

And lastly — To give the general reader, intent chiefly on intel- 
lectual cultivation, a view of many of the noblest achievements of 
Science, in effecting those grand transformations of matter to 
which Gi eat Britain owes her paramount wealth, rank, and power, 
among the kingdoms. 

** We do not know any one indmdna! whone name wonM fortiish a better 
guarantee for the scientific and practical character of a Dictionary ot the 
Arts, Mamif4Ctmes,anfl Mines of Gieat Britain, than Dr Ure. On following 
up onr examination, we have arrived at the conviction that there is more 
original, valuable, and new matter in this volume, than we have ever seen 
m any work of a similai character, 

“In every point of view, a work like the present is to he regarded as a 
benefit done to theoietical science, to commerce and mdastrj, and an im- 
portant addiiion to a species of literature the exclusive production of the 
present centuiy, and oiir present state of peace and civilization ” 

# ATHEw^t/M. 


XZ Notice of a Series of Cyelopeediasy i 

ENCYCLOPAEDIA ofEURISTSPORTS ; 

\ COMPaiSlNQ * i 

\ A complete Account, Historical, P*ractical, and Descriptive, of i 
j Hantingr* B»acin&, Sliooting, PisMng;, Hawking, 

' Coursing, AtMetic Sports, etc- etc# \ 

By DDLABEEE 1\ BLAINE, Esq. 

Author of ** Outlines of the Vetoiinary Art,” “ Canine Pathology,” i 
etc. etc. I 

Illustrated by GOO beautifully executed Engravings on Wood, from \ 
Designs by Aiken, T. Landseer, and Dickes. \ 

i Price 50s. handsomely bound in fancy cloth, \ 

** Ought to be m every coimtry hbraiy, irom that of the nobleman to the ? 
tenant faunet • we know ot no work likely to be moie useful or agreeable < 
to leaders of all classes, whether young or old, grave tn gay ” J 

British Paiimeu's Magazine. } 
‘ “ We have not only most indnslrioasly compiled treatises upon the subjects : 

; to which they relate, hut iiiiich onguial intoimatum, conveyed m an unam- ' 

I bitious and agreeable style."— N ew Si’orting Magazine. 

** Mr. Blame handles his subjects with the pen of a sound judge, selecting 
those points which are calculated to afford useful inlormation, and omitting 
nothing essential to the illustration ot his topic. The graphic illustrations 
are throughont admirable.”— Bel. i/s Life in London. 


ENCYCLOPJIDIA of GEOGRAPHY; 

COMFRISINO 

A complete Description of the Earth, exhibiting its Eelation to 
the Heavenly Bodies, its Physical Structure, the Natuial His- 
tory of each Country, and the Industry, Commerce, Political 
Institutions, and Civil and Social State of all Nations. 

By HUGH MUREAY, F.R.S.E,; 

Assisted in Astronomt, See., by Professor Wallace; Geoiogy, &c, 
by Professor Jameson; Botany, Ssc., by Sir W, J. Hooker; 
Zoology, &c., by W. Swainson, Esq. 

New Edition, brought down to 1840. 

With 82 Maps, drawn by Sidney Hall, and upwards of 1000 other 
Engravings on Wood, fiorn Drawings by Swainson, T. Land- 
seer, Sowerby, Strutt, etc., representing the most remarkable 
objects of Nature and Ait in every Region of the Globe. Con- 
taining upwards of 1500 pages. 60s. cloth lettered. 


? ** It is without a rival." — A siatic Journal. 

> ** The most perfect book ou its subject ” — Atlas.# 

> One of the.niost learned, accurate, «uid entertaining woi ks on geography.’ 

\ Gentleman’s Magazine. 


Frixited ffr lioni^maii, Onne» and Co. 
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HC^US BRITMNICUS; 

I A Catalogue of all the 

'PLANTS INDIGENOUS TO, CULTIVATED IN, 
i OE INTRODUCED INTO, BRITAIN. 

Edited by J, C. Loudon, F.L.S., ete- 
‘ Third Edition, with Supplements, including all the New Plants 
: down to March 1839, and with a new General Index to the whole 
' Work. Price H. lls. 6d. cloth lettered. 

I The new Supplement, including all the Plants introduced into 
Britain, all the newly discovered British Species, and all the kinds 
originated in British Gardens, up to March 1839 : with a New 
General Index to the whole Work, including all the Supplements, 
by W, H. Baxter, Junr., under the direction of J. C. Loudon, and 
revised by George Don, F.L.S. ; may be had separately, price 8s, 

I Part I. The Linnsean Arrangement, in which nearly 30,000 
\ species are iniioduced, with the systematic name and authority, 
> accentuation, derivation of generic name, literal English or specific 
I names, synonymes, systematic and English, of both genera and 
\ species, habit, habitation in the garden, indigenous habitation, 
j popular character, height, time of dowering, colour of the flower, 
I mode of propagation, soil, native country, year of introduction, and 
I reference to figures, preceded by an introduction to the Linnsean 
I System. 

I Part II, The Jus^ieuean Arrangement of nearly 4000 
I genera, with an Introduction to the Natural System, and a general 
I description and history of each order. 


THE ENCYCLOPiEDIA OF 

COTTAGE, FARM, AND VILLA 

ARCHXTEOTXTRB ; 

With about 11,000 pages of Letter-press, and upwards of 2000 
Wood Engravings j embracing Designs of Cottages, Farm 
Houses, Farmeries, Villas, Country Inns, Public Houses, 
Parochial Schools, etc, , including the interior Finishings and 
Furniture , accompanied by Analytical and Critical Remarks 
illustrative of the Principles of Architectural Science and Taste, 
on which the Designs for Dwellings are composed, and of Land- 
scape Gardening, with reference to their Accompaniments. 

By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S. etc. 

New Edit, corrected, with 100 of the Plates re-engraved, Price 21 , 
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ENCYCLOP.EDIAoFEURAtrSPORTS; I 


COMIMUSJNG 

A complete Account, Ilistoiical, Piacticul, and Descriptive, of ' 
Huntingr, H.acl»sr, Sliooting, HawMa^, j 

Coursingr, Attiletic Sports, etc. etc* j 

By DELABKHP: l\ BLAINI5, Esq. | 

Authoi of Outlines of the Vetoiinaiy Ait,” “ Canine Pathology,” | 
etc. etc. ; 

Illustrated by ()00 heautirully executed Engiavings on Wood, from 1 
Designs by Aiken, T. Landseei , and Dickes. ' 

Price 50s. handsomely bound in fancy cloth. 

“ Ought to be m every count* y libr.uy, Irotn that of the noblem.in to the 
tenant farmer* we know oi no wo»k likely to be nioie useful or agreeable 
to leaders of all claasc'i, whether >ouuk oi old, grave oi gay.” 

British PaitMfcR's Magazine 

“We have not only most industriously compiled treatises upon the subjects 
to which they relate, but nnuh original intorraation, conveyed m an unam- 
bitious and agieeable style NfcW Seortincj Magazine. 

“ Ml. Blame handles his subjects with the pen ot a sound judge, selecting 
those points which are calculated to afford u'sttul intoimation, and omiUing 
nothing essential to the lUiisiiation ot his topic The graphic illustiauons 
1 aie throughout admirable,”— Beli/s Life in London. 


ENCYCLOPAEDIA of GEOGRAPHY; 

comfrising 

A complete Description of the Earth, exhibiting its Relation to 
the Heavenly Bodies, its Physical Structuie, the Natural His- 
tory of each Country, and the Industiy, Commerce, Political 
Institutions, and Civil and Social State of all Nations. 

By HUGH MURRAY, P.R.S.E.; 

Assisted in AsraoNOMY, &c., by Professor Wallace; Geoi.ogt, &c. 
by Professor Jameson; Botaky, &c., by Sir W. J. Hooker; 
Zoology, &c., by W. Swainson, Esq. 

New Edition, biought down to 1840. 

1 With 82 Maps, drawn by Sidney Hall, and upwards of 1000 other 
Engravings on Wood, fiom Drawings by Swainson, T. Land- 
seer, Soweiby, Strutt, etc., icpresenting the most remarkable 
objects of Nature and Art in every Region of the Globe, Con- 
taining upwards of 1500 pages. '60s. cloth lettered. 

“ It IS without 4 rival ” — ^Asiatic Joiirnal, 

“ The most perfect book on us subicet Atlas.* 

One of the, most learned, accurate, and cutertaiumg works on geography.” 

Gentleman^ Magazine. 


Printed ffr Xtongnuan, Orme^ and Oom 13 ^ 

H«8ins BBimkicns; | 

A Catalogue of all the ? 

IPLANTS INDIGENOUS TO. CULTIVATED IN, I 
OR INTRODUCED INTO, BRITAIN. I 

Edited by J. C. Loudon, F.L.S., etc- 5 

; * Third Edition, with Supplements, including all the New Plants ^ 
I down to March 18S9, and with a new General Index to the whole 
; Work. Price IL 1 1s 6d. cloth lettered. | 

I The new Supplement, including all the Plants introduced into > 
j Britain, all the newly discovered British Species, and aO the kinds ’ 
! originated in British Gardens, up to March 1839; with a New ^ 

I General Index to the whole Work, including all the Supplements, j 
by W. H. Baxter, Junr., under the direction of J, C. Loudon, and i 
revised by George Don, FX.S. ; may be had separately, price 8s. ^ 
Part I. The Linnaean Arrangement, in which nearly 30,000 \ 
species are introduced, with the systematic name and authority, I 
accentuation, derivation of generic name, literal English or specific < 
names, synonymes, systematic and English, of both genera and ' 
species, habit, habitation in the garden, indigenous habitation, $ 
popular character, height, time of flowering, colour of the flower, i 
mode of propagation, soil, native country, year of introduction, and I 
reference to figures, preceded by an introduction to the Linnaean | 
System. S 

Part II. The Jussieuean Arrangement of nearly 4000 ( 
genera, with an Introduction to the Natural System, and a general j 
description and history of each order. j 


TFIE ENCYCLOPEDIA OF ] 

COTTAGE, FAEM, AND VILLA i 

: With about 1 1 ,000 pages of Letter-press, and upwards of 2000 
: Wood Engravings ; embracing Designs of Cottages, Farm ^ 

I Flouses, Farmeries, Villas, Country Inns, Public Houses, t 

; Parochial Schools, etc. ; including the interior Finishings and « 
; Furniture; accompanied by Analytical and Critical Remajks< 
I illustrative of the Principles of Architectural Science and Taste, | 
[ on which the Designs for Dwellings are composed, and of I^nd- < 
I scape Gardening, with refeience to their Accompaniments, J 

I By J. C, Loudon, F.L.S. etc, 5 

' New Edit, corrected, with 100 of the Plates re-engraved. Price Si, 






3Nrotl<se of a Series of Cyc^opsedias, 

A DICTIONARY OR 

PEACTICAL MEDICINE: • 

COMl*KlSING 

Geneial Pathology, the Natuie and Treatment of Diseases, Morbid 
Structures, and the Disoideis especially incidental to Climates, 
to the Sex, and to the ddicient Epochs of Life, with numeious 
appioved Formula* ot the Medicines iccoramcnded. 

By JAMES COPLAND, M.D. 

Consulting I^hysician to Oueoii Charlotte’s Lying-iivHospital ; 
Senior Physician to the Royal Inhrmary foi Chiidien ; 
Member of the Royal College of Physicians, London j 
of the Medical and Cliiiurgical Societies of 
London and Beihn, etc. 


This woik is nowin course of publication in Parts, of which six 
have appealed. It will contain, in an abstract and condensed, yet 
comprehensive form, the opinions and piactice of the most experi- 
enced writers, Biitish and Foieign, so digested and wrought up 
with the results of the Authoi’s practice, that the Student and 
Young Practitioner will not be bewildered in the diversity of the 
opinions .ind lads adduced for their instruction, but be guided in 
the diliicult path on which they have cntei ed, and enabled, with a 
due exeicise of their pmvers of observation and discnmiiiation, to 
airive at just conclusions and successful practical lesults. To the 
experienced Piactitioner, also, the Work will present a diversified 
range of opinions, methods of cure, and authorities, which his 
matuicd judgment will enable him to apply, in an appiopriate 
manner, to particular cases. It will also comprivse the complications 
and moddied states of Disease, which aic oven inoieficqucntly met 
with in practice than those specific foims too olten desciibod by 
Nosologists as constant and unvarying types, to which morbid 
actions, occurring under a great vauety of oucumstances, can never 
closely adhere. When discussing the methods of Cure, the Author 
has given Formulai of the Medicines recommended, in the most 
efficient and approved forms of combination. He has likewise 
furnished numerous References to the best Woiks and Tieatises 
on the topics discussed m each article. 

In conclusion, the Work will contain the results of many years 
of laborious study and research, and of twenty yeais’ extensive and 
. diversified experience. 
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ENCY(S^yEDIA OF GARDENING; i; 

Comprising the Theory and Practice of Horticulture, Floriculture, ; 
Arboriculture, and Landscape Gardening, including all the i 
latest improvements, a General History of Gardening in aU ; 
Countries, and a Statistical View of its Present State, with : 
Suggestions for its Future Progress in the British Isles. I 

By J. C. LOUDON, F.L.S, H.S., etc. 

Few Edition, greatly enlarged and improved, with nearly 
1000 Engravings on Wood. 50s. boards. 

The object of this Encyclopedia is to piesent, in one systematic 
view, the History and present State of Gardening in all countries, 
and its Theory and Practice in Great Britain. Under the term 
Gardening, we include Horticulture, or all that relates to the 
kitchen-garden and the orchard; Floricultui e, or aU that relates 
; to the flower-garden, the botanic-garden, the shrubbery, and the 
culture of flowers and ornamental shrubs and trees; Arboricul- 
ture, or the formation of useful and ornamental plantations, and 
: the culture of the most valuable timber trees; and Landscape 
Gardening, or the art of laying otit grounds. > 

the peu or the press.”— M onthly ttsYiBw. ^ 

By the same Author, \ 

ENCYCLOPAEDIA of AGRICULTURE ; 

\ Comprising the Theory and Praaliee of the Valuation, 

' Laying out, Improvement, and Management of Landed Prc^ 
porty,“nd the Cultivation and Economy of the Amma and 
; Vegetable F.oductions of Agri««ltf ^ 

, provcments, a General History of Agriculture in all Countries < 
Ld a Statistical V.eiv of its Preset State, with Suggestions for 
; its Future Pi ogress in the British Isles. Tu'TfR ai 

\ -With nearlv 1300 Engravings on Wood. Third EdiUon, with a 

.SuI•PLmll:^^, containing all the recent Improvements. 50s. bds. | 
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